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PROLOGUE, 



FRUITFUL in good and ill, the teaming earth 
To wheat and tares afFords promifcuous birth : 
At once, from nature's womb, rife woe and weal ; 
The fprings that poifon, and the ftreams that heal. 
Nay more, her offspring each and all contain. 
Within themfelves, both antidote and bane- 
Each is a jarring world, where death yields life j 
And concord rifes out of endlefs flrife. 
Eacli feems diftinfl, yet all together bound : 
And feparate and coUeflively is found 
A hoard of infinite ', a countlefs mafs 
Of miracles within a blade of grafs* 

Firfl of the tribe, and mafter of the whole, 
Man (lands ereft ; the fovereign and the foul. 
In him all union and difunion fhine s 
He's now above half brute ; now more than half divine. 
Wayward in humour; infinite in wit; 
The flave of all, to none will he fubmit ; 
In aft an idiot ; in conceit a f^gc ; 
Mov'd by a breath, he'll brave the tempeft's rage ; 
"Sow foar, a demi-god; now fmk, a draw ; 
Now weep, a child ; now give the planets law. 

Railing at wretchednefs, in folly wife. 
Alive to all the blifs that he denies. 
Worthy your laughter or perhaps your tears, 
Brain-fick of errors paft, to night appears 
A moody mortal ; fketch'd on this mad plan j 
A furly mifanthrope, and yet a man. 

Within his orbit other beings move ; 
$ome urg'd by avfrice, others fpurr'd by love. 
To aid or injure him, as paflion drives; 
The word of fervants ; and the beft of wives : 
With many more, all waiting here within ; 
My tafk being ended, ready to begin. 
Hear, and decide, like men who think and feel : 
For, from this night's decree, there's no appeal. 
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f 



AC t I. 

SCENE I. %he Houfe of Mr.UoKii^^r. 

, MoRpENT/?;^^,DoMALb inanger^ 

Donald. ; 

GI N the black de'el glowr at me^ I'ze tell ye 
my mind I Difchiiirge me an y^ wuU : I a 
been nae inair but tberty years i' the faimily. I 
care nae for yeer canker'd girns! :An ye wad 
na< hear fiflius talcs, ye murnia be guilty o* fow 
deeds ! 

Mar. {Looking anxisufly round ).Wi\\ you fpeak 
in a lower key ?— *Earth is wholly inhabited by 
Harpies, and I am fetemally haunted by the moll 
malignant of them ! ' 

Don. An I get nae tidings of her to-day, I'ze 
advertize for her i' the public papers ! Ay, and 
I'ze gar yeer name be imprented at full langthl 

Mor. (Terrified) Print my name ? 

Don. The. de'el hike me on bis horns gin I 
dunna. 

A/flin Damon ! TU blow ydur brains out! 

B Don. 
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2 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

Don. Fiz, wi' your flafh i*the pan ! I dunria 
fear ye ! Yeer rafh and mad enoch ! Sham be- 
tide ye ! A father abandon his child ? 

Mor. Leprofy feize your licentious tongue, 
will you fpeak lower ? Did I abandon her ? 

Don. Ye wad nae acknowledge her; wad nae 
fee her; never frae the time that {he war a wee 
tot at the knee ! Gin ye had a hairt ye wad nae 
aixpofe her VaX. '■^(Holding t^ bU hands in terror.) 

Mcr. What? 

Don. Tramp the ftreets ! Aixpald the warld of 
onefty by her ain father! And why, trow? She 
is a naitural child ! .To beget cheldren, and then 
turn them adrift to bag, fteal or ftairve, is a dam- 
ned unn^itUFal deed! 

Mor. "Prophet of evil ! Would you tell all the 
family?. Ej^pptf? W^ to xny wife ? 

Don. Tze aixpofe ye tul tne whole warld, gin 
I dunna find her! And what the muckle better 
ftiall I be gift I do ? A thrawart poverty tvaua 
be- her tot! Ye ha' diced^ and drabb^, and 
fquandered, and mortgaged, till yc wtiU iwt' ha4 
a bawbee tul yecrfal ! 

Mor. Ceafe your croaiur^ raven! Do you 
govern this houfe, or I ? 

Don. Govern, trow? Balzebub himfftl is the 
governor ! There is^yecr pett ftewardl An auld 
whilly wha ! Tak w^arning! I ha' toud ye afore- 
time and I tell ye again, he's a ra&aL 

Mor. Viper, 'tis falfe! If the earth hold an 
honeft man, Mr. Item i« he. 

Don. Oneft? A juggling loon o'bell! He 
feigns to bprrow the filler for ye wetch he lends 
himfal; and the walthy pofialfions ye lang fyne 
held wuU eftfoon be aw his ain. . > 

^ Mor. I fay 'ti& fa\fe ! His truth, integrity and 
2eal- are unexampled ! 

Don. Marcy o* God, ye'er bewctched ! 

2 Mor. 
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ACOMEDY. $ 

Mor. Whftt a den of tnilery Is this world? 
Swarming with one fet of fiends thafct faife thtf 
t^hirlwind 6f the paffiorts, and with another that 
befet and tantalize the bewildered \rretth for 
having beeft overtaken by the ftorm ! 

Ddn. P6or Joanna! Winfomlaffey—^rze keep 
my ward ! 

Mor. Can nothing ftop yonf peftiferou* 
tongue ? Have I not fifty times defcended td eX* 
planation, and fliewn you that I muft not, cannot, 
dwn her ? 

Don. Dare not! Ye hanna the haiti to be 
oneft ! Ye bogle at ftiadows ! 

Mor. Pertinacious devil ! The public damour 
aftfJ difgrace, the afFefted fufFerings^ and infult- 
ing forbearance of Lady Anne, the rfcfentment 
of her imperious family, are the fe fhadows ? 

SCENE IL Enter Mrs. Saksviet. 

Mrs. Jtfr, What is it you are pleafed to be 
talking, pray, about my lady, Mr. Scotch Do- 
nald? 

Don. Troth, Mrs. Englifli Sarfnct, nae ward 
o'iU. 

Mrs. Stfr. Ill truly! No, fir, my lady may 
defy her worft enemies! Though thf ce are folks, 
who ought to adore the very ground Ihe treads 
upon, that ufe her like a Turk ! 

Mor. How now? 

Mrs. Sar. I name no names. 

Mor. Who fcnt for you here, Miftrefs ? 
- Mrs, Sar. My lady font me here, fir. 

Mfir. And did ftie bid you behave with iniiper- 
tinence ? 

. Mrs. Sar. She, indeed ! A dear fuffering faint ! 

She bid. me always behave with aifabiltty and 

B 2 decorum -. 
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4 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

4e<Jonim • and fo I would, if. I could* But it 
would provoke an apgel ! • 

Mor. And what is it your wifdom thinks fa 
provoking? 

Mrs. Sar: To fee a fweet lady fit for hours,^ 
and pij^e;and grieve ; and then, when fome folks 
are in fight, pretend to fmile and be all ajftgnation 
and corttentn^ent, whelti all the while her poor 
heart is ready to break ! 
, hior. Then fhe complains to you ? 

Mrs. Sar. I faid no fuch thing, fir ! No : flie 
Gomplaijis to no chriftian foul;*more's the ftiame! 
I wifh fome folks had a little of my fpirit! other 
folks, mayhap, mUt find the difference I 

Don[ Troth, an yee wad nae be fneaking o' 
that, Mrs. Sarfnct. * 

Mrs. Sar. A poor weak woman, who can only 
take her own part by crying, and fainting ! 

Don, Ye forget, Mrs. Sarfnet, there are fome 
poor weak women that ha' tongues and nails. 

Mrs. Sar. Have they, 'Mr. Snap-ftiort? Why 
then, if I had- you for a hufl>and, mayhap X 
would let you fee that I could ufe them. 

Don. The mucklede'el rnay doubt yee 1 

Mrs. Sar. It's a (hame, Mr. Donald, for you 
fo be getting^ into corners, and whifpering and 
peering and- plotting to my lady's: diflionour ! 

* Don. {Angry) I plotting ? How dare yee^ Mrs. 
Sarfnet. ... 

Mor. Silence, with you both ! : 

Mrs. Sar. You ought to be alhamed of making 
yourfeff .a> fpy, and a flcip-jack go-between ! 

Don. I a fkip-jack ? Varra weel ! Yee hear, 
fir, what^are my thanks I 'Tis unco weel ! I hae 
but my defairts ! True enoch, I am a go-betweeni 

Mrs. Sari Yes, yes; we know that very wellf 
Mr. Donald, . 

Don, 
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^ A COMEDY* 5 

Don.^B^i ^8ie fie go-'bf^tWee^ as y^^y Mrs. 
Malapert, niay theilk ineKI hke been a truft 
vTotthy caieF^r tut- the- fem% : {To Mordint,) 
a flaVe tur^jseer i^Veb,iirtd yeer roots, and: 
yeer banquetings. 'Tis lang fyne ye- made *me> 
yeer purve}^; biftr'^nae man eyer yet^irisCde 
me hfe^^sihdefl' • ^ v --.;-', , ;>.;i.{u>/' -; :\ 
/ Mof;^^tg^ttiS^ if Mr. Item is' nettoiiMad; ' j 
^ HtirSat. Ah! ^tfHdfeV another!/' ^v!.y.:i^y» 

t)oH. Skip-jack pvOtK'between? MagVmalifon 
o' yed^^itefoo' tongue-gab ! • c [jBjwa 

SCENE III. Mordent ^;/i ilfr;;. Sarsn EX. 

Mor. XUd your lady, I fay, inftru6l youto be- 
have with this infolence ? . . 

Mrs. Sar. You know very well, fir, my lady is 
the bed of wives ! fhe feht me on a civiK mef- 
fage, and bid me fpeak yfith properiety;: and fo, if 
foeaking oner's mind and telling the truth be a 
fault, its all my own. 

Mor. I'll ptit an end to this, ' ^ ^ i-^ '• 

Mrs. Sar. Oh, to be fure;'y6u maVtell my 
lady and get me turned away, if you pieafel; be- 
caufe, I know very well, if you bid her, flie. 
yill do it! r 

Mor. Prometheus and his yifltune is^'no falile ? 

Mrs. Sar» But, as it ii all for love oi'tii^ lady, 
I am fure the Earl of.X)ldcrefl, her fith^r, i^ll 
give me 2l fttiation. He knows, mayhap, more' 
man you niay think. So does the^Vifcoiirit^r 
brother,^ too ; her aunt l^dy Mary, and her unclb 
the Bifhop : and every body Is not bbli^d^^o he 
fobliipid and fo tame asmy laciv! ' ^ *^ ^ ' 

* Mor. What is it thej^' krioW^ r '\ ^^^ . 
Mrs. Sar. That*s more thati I. cin'^fay^- but 

they have all been here., and iny 'lidy* defiresta 
fpeak with you« . - 

• ' -^ B 3 Mor. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(f THE DESERTED DAUQHTER. 

Mar. Regone^. iafoftn your iacjy* J bay^e tor-*^ 
ibcntotpa enough j and b*v^ dp inciiniMpn.to in* 
crcftfe iiic mtmbejTp ' : . .. V.:n [i5j»^//v» 

for nothing chap ! — I know very \fQU Vfbi^i* be-: 
comingiafrabolbaiidj Hj^ifliould Jiovt fa^ vife, 
dearly, by day a&4 by ni^t. ^ be (hwl^ vail ^pn 
heri affld fiV«i hftr bw oiwx'i<vay ; ^ kej^ ber 
fjfym the cold, and the wet % and provyfr k§l^ w^itb^ 
every thing comfortable; and if d^^ hapne^jfto 
be in an ill humour, Ihould coax her, and^tar a 
liule ihtibbing patiently ! Hiimpb ! The fellows ! 
What are they good for? ^Exii.. 

^CENB IV. Cbanges lo she Si^mrdU Jiaom. • 
Item and Gkiuz meetings 

item. (Eagerly.) My dear Grime, I am glad 
you are come ! Well, is tbe deed pirepftred ? 

Gtim^^* Vj^^Y for fealing. ^t. Mordant 
Qeyer ^jc^o^i^^s. vbat b^ figns ! be t^uH^ all tor 

Item. We cannot be too fafe. But, tbif other 
aff^ff f this Joanna ?* W.bat have yo^ <io^ • 
Hjav^ y op decoyed her tq Mr&. Enfieldls ? 

Qrini^^ Rejdly^Mr. It^, ihe 13 fo fine^ (yri^-r 
u^jthsu, ^J^ej^ I configiied her over, t am notOs 
tfuc Gbriftwx if \ did not feel fuch/artwipge, 

. /(^i»^ ^Ci»rfp yoyr tjwi^gGs? U ibe. |^^? Did, 
fhe fufpeft nothing ? , ' / 

Gr/W. No, nol The j^pf j^p^qeat bMTed 
iieifeIfy40rtJWnlp wJwut, a. H^f>d grotp^^reCs Provi- 
4^nc«b^4lmih^! ^ ' 

//^i». (J^O That U well ! That i?. well i_ 

Crime. 
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A CO M E D Y. V 7 

* Gtim^i But I do riot yet underftand why yqU 
fliduld feekthe niiriof this lovely creature? 

If em. I ? You nUftakc : 'tis Mr. Mordent J 

Grimes What^ \\d(h d^ftmaioil t6 hU Child ? 

lim. Noi no. -We neither jof u$- feek her 
harm; but our owA &fety* ,, . / 

Grifni. Which wiy: ?:. . .. ii;*; 1 . 

Item. He has various tormentors ; his.\fifciOr 
rather her pfoud reiaiiohs^ ard afncmglths chi^f ; 
and he dreads they Ihould come to the kttQwkdgj^ 
of this feorei* Biit hix ftrongeft terror is oi 
being dete^d, in having for years :difowlied ^ 
child wh^5 if now prodiKied^ vrould be hia cv«r-f 
lafting difgrace* 

OrifHe^ Then be dcMts not know that his daiigh- 
tei* bnot^inche houfe of Mrs* Enfield? 

ttefH. Not a wofd-^ His plan^ for the prefent^ 
is to fettle her in fome profeffion ; for this be will 
be^ow a thoufand proiunds, which, ha, ha, ha ! I 
am to ex|)end. 

Grime. i/ignificMtfy.) Orkedp? . 

Item. (4/ide.) Plague! I have laid too much^ ; 

* GrifHe. {Afid^^y Oh, oh \ A thoufand pounds ? 
Item. That — that, niy dear Grimes would be % 

paltry motive. . , ' 

GfiM^ {4fide\) Fli have my ffiare ! 

Iterj^^ Mf^ Mordent ha$ been all his lifd 
fquandering, like a blockhead, what I have been 
prudently pJokiog up. 

Grime. And pretty pickings you have had, Mrl^ 
Item!- . . ^ 

Item. (Exulting.) I have him in the toils ! In-v 
terell accumulating upph intereft, and all in ar- 
rear. I can forerckyfonrpon bim when I pleafe, 
for all except theljirkftiir^ ^acd^^^nd by thii 
fecond mortgage^ agreeably to thedcediyou have 

* - B 4 brougW, 
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8 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

brought, equity of redemption will be forfeited, 
and thiit as well as the reft will then be mihe.! 
Grim^. If ' had but figned and fealed-^ 
Ifm. Which he fhall do this very day, 
Grimii Still, why are you the enemy oiF Jpap^a ? 
What have you to fear from her? , .1 

liem. Much! Very muthi Ah aftion of re- 
Coveryl • ; * 

; Gri^eyHawio ? She has lio title ! Shc'i$ ille- 
gitkxwkte'l ' "'J ' i '•'; -'■ 

Bern. Would Ihe were 3 .No, no; a lawful 
daughter, born in wedlock';, hct motbfer poor 
but virtuous, and died in childbeds Fearnil it 
ihould injure his fecond marriage wi^h lady 
Afifte, he never produced tbe;infant, but told; his 
man, Donald, it was a natural daughter, and by his^ 
intermiffion: fecrctly maintained and . had her 
educated. : 
' Grimes Why not employ the fame agent ftill ? 

Ilem. Becaufe this Donald has .got the fool'^ 
difeafe, pity, and threatens to make Mordent 
own his daughter, or iitipeaqh.' 

Grime. And it was prudent to place her be- 
yond Donald's knowledge ? 
Item. It was. 

Grime. Ha ! Tis a ftrallge!^*ofld ! Wejl^ now, 
Mi^, Itemi give me leave to lay a wojrd or t^o on 
my own affairs. • u. ' 

lum. To be fure my dear friend ! Sp^ak and 
fpare not. • / i . 

Grime. There- is the thoufand pounds,: yoq 
meiit5oned.L 

- : Item.^ {J/}de.).M^m 1 ,: , ;. ^ ; 

I '. Gnimel Tthexi the premiuoik on this mortgage; — ► 
Iniflioi:t,*.Mr. Item, I do all your, bu fine fs^ftand 
myoxki fli6es-?rr : . 
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A CO M E I*Y. ^ 

' Item. You are my right hand; the apple of my 
eyes ! ^ . 

Grime. Ay, but — ; ^ 

Item. The deareft friend I have on earth !, 

Grime* The divifion of profits--^ 

Item. Don't mention it. Am not I your friend ? 
I Ihall not live for ever. 

Grime. No, nor I neither, Friendfhip-p— 

Ittm. Don't think of it. You can't diftruft 
me ! The firft and beft friend you ever had ! 

Grime. Fine words — , 

Item. {Evading.) Yonder is my nephew. (Calls.) 
Clement. ' ',,, 

3CEN.E V. EnUrCtBHEHT. > 

• Clem. Sir. ^ - ' 

Item. Fetch the title deeds of tKe Berkihire 
eftate from my good frien* Mr. Grime's, 
' Grime. Well, but — • 

I/em. Any time, to-day. : - ' '^ 

Clem. Very well, fir. [£rf//J 

Grime. Once again, Mr. Item — - - ^ . 

Item. And, Clement ! 

Grime. I fay the divifion — 

Item. {Liftens.) Hark! I hear Mr. Mor- 
dent ! ' 

Grime.' (JJide.) It ihall :not pafs off thus. *' I 
begin to know you ! , « v . 

Item. 1 would not have you feen juft now — J 
My dear Grime! My kind friend ! Through this 
door ! Some other opportunity ! Pray oblige? 
mel . 

Grime. Well, well — (JJide.) Thenext time we 
meet, you (hall know more of my mind. 

I Exit Grim^J 

Item, {^ngry.) The rafcj^l begins to gtbw 

trouble* 
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^o THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

U^dSfaflefomc ! — Take care of the fteps, good 
Mr* Grime ! [FoUowsk 

^SCENj: VI.- £»A?r Mordent. 

M9r. What is life ? A continual cloud; preg- 
pant with mifchief, ^malignity^ difeafe and death. 
Happinefs? An ignis fatuus. Pleafure ? A noi> 
entity. Exiftence ? A misfortune, a burthen. 
JsTone but fopls condefcend to live. Men exert 
their whole faculties to torture one another^ 
Animals are the prey of animals. Flowers bloom 
to be plucked and periih* The very grafs grows 
to be torn and eaten : trees to be mangled, lawed^ 
rooted up, and burned. The whole is a fyftem 
of exquifite mifery, and I have my full propor- 
tion ! — Oh ! this girl ! Why am I thuis perturbed 
MHc^mng b^r? S^ cfan biit ht wretched; and 
wretchednefs is the ' certaitt fate qI aU ! ^^ But 
*' then, the world ? Why what an infatuated afs^ 
** am I ; contemning the world and all it con- 
*«^qs, yet living in continual dread of its re- 
♦' proof r 

[Re-enter Item.] 

. Well, my good Mr. Item, this poor Joanna ! 
What have you done? Can you fecure hei! bap* 
jinqfs ? Plhawl Fool! Can you lighten her mi- 
fery ? I can think of nothing but her ; though 
dillra&ion is in eycry thought! 
, //^, 'Tis' a ferious affair : very ferious— *yo\I 
fiught to ^o nothing, lightly. 

Mor. Turned adrift, reje£led of all, no rfela^' 
^on^ np friendy uever acknowledged, never? 

Item. My advke. you know. Sir, was at once 
boldly to produce her, as your daughter. No 
matter for the idiptrtiiwnt clamours and qiief- 
tiofts of who .her mother was, and what became 

of 
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of her; vthy the child was never awo^di wherti 
{he had been concealed, and for what purpofeft2 
Mfir.iAy^ ay, ay! The malignant fneers of 
friencfe, the cutting calumny of encmiessi, the ro# 
proache3 of Lady Anne, the infults of her pom« 
pans proifid family ?' ' ^ 

X^m. For my part,- I obey your commands, 
but I cannot r^ppfoyethenou 

}Mor. My late ward, Mr. Chevei^il, IhoqldJj^ 

hear* ot it what would he think ?— Then thi^ 

Berkfliire njprtgage ! - . . 

If em. Ay^ there again! Totally oppdfit^ . to 

tny advice. ^ ' . / ' .. 

JWbr. ,Can you Ihew uiQ any p£her poffible 

way of payifig n[iy debts ? ^ * ' ' ^ 

fiem. The .danger of figning it is Extreme ! 

Mar. 'Tis ruin t But what matter?' Is hot (he 

whole one piafs of wretchednefs ? : 

Item. Young Che veril, I own, has demarid$.> 
Mor% Which muft be paid. 
If em. Then the out-ftanding bills -^ttadefmea 
are provokingly infolent ! 

Mr. Ay, ay ! They, like the reft, have their 
appointed office of tokure ! 

Item. Wellj remember I have given you fair 
warriingr 

Mor. Certainly ! You do your part, and witlt 
the beft intentions ; goad, and fting, and add your 
quanium to the fuin of fufFering! The confif^ 
tency of evil is amazing f good and bad, all <:oh- 
cur!— Is the deed readv? 
^ Item. I muft firft reaa it through, 
' Mor. E^afo. I leaVe it all to you. 
. J/em. But that will not. take ten minutes. 
'^ Mor. I wilt be back prefentlv. The gulph k 
^efore mcy plunge i nauft^ andf to plunge blind- 
_ " ^ ' / foldl 
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fold vill 'be to cheat the devil of feme part of 
the pj^in !, [Exit. 

Item, (following) Nay, if you will not be 
varned, at isnotmy fault, ^[Exit^ 

SCENE VII. fhe DreJJmg.Rom cf h;idy 

L^dy Aim E and \Mrs. Sarsket. ^ 
Mrs. Sar. I told your Lady {hip he would re-»- 
fufe.* ■ ■•' ' • ■■ ■..;^;-,;/ • 

Lj^d[y J.^ What r-^afon did he give ?, /^ '^ 
^ Mrk. ^sK R^afoii', forfooth! HuflSands never 
have any reafpn ! 

Lady A. (To lerjelf) Unkind man ! : Why. 
does he thus wifh to avoid me ? . ^ ' 

^ ^^rs^ «?<2rJc He keeps his dirtance, bofh day.and 
night! 'But I' would teach him to fleep Jn two 
beds) A prettv faftiion truly ! I would tell him 
I was afraid oighbfts ; and fo I married becaufe 
I could not nor I wpuld not lie alone. ' So let 
hini remember that, , / 
, L?dy 4* Why were ryou fo long ih bringing 
the meffage bacK ? » * 

^ Mrs. 8qr* Why. ths^t is what I have to tell' 
your Ladyfhip. If there is not bad doings, fay 
I am no witch, 
, Lady ^ .What do you mean ? 
Mrs. S^^r Tour Ladyfliip muft not bis! angry^;;^ 
but you linow J'ca'nt help having a Iharp eyi. 
and a quick ear of my <pwn. 

Lady A. What have ^ you been doing now ? 
Mrs. Sar. So I ,faw' my Matter go into the 
He ward s room. » . . 




,^x%:^Y. So r hadilT^iiiy 
fny eye-teeth about me,— 

Lady 
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Lady A^ Pray have done ! 

Mrs. Sar. So I clapped my ear to the key- 
hple; and then I heard a — ^whuz, buz— i- 

Lady j1. This was very improper ! 

Mrs^ Sar. So I could only catch up a word 
here and there : and the firft yi2i%Jummut about— » 
of a child! 

Lady A. A child ? 

Mrs. ^ar. And a mother, my Lady ! Though, 
for the matter of that, where there is a childy 
one's own »^/<2r^/ fenetrality will tell one there 
muft be a mother. 

Lady A. Of what weaknefs am I guilty ? 

Mrs. Sar. And I thought I catched the found 
of Mr. Item of a fathering the child ! and Tm ^^- 
Jituve he faid it wu% againft his confcience ! 

Lady A.^ Who faid lb ? 

Mrs. Sar. Mr. Item, ray Lady! Arfcd fo a 
little bit after, my mafter called fomebody a poor 
injurious girl, and a 'prodigality of wit and beauty ! 
So then I heard fomebody's foot on the ftairs, 
and I wu% fain to fcamper. 

Lady A. 1 know not why I liften to this indc* 
cent prattle ! My over-anxious curiofity betrays 
me, and you are much to forward to profit by 
my weaknefs. 

Mrs. 8ar. Becaufe you know, my Lady, I 
love you in my heart ; and it is all for your own 
good. 

Lady A. A child! An injured girl ! Yet why 
do I feel agitation ? His infidelities have been 
too open, for me to be ignorant of them. And 
who has been to blame ; he or I ? Oh ! doubt- 
ful and difficult queftion ! 

Mrs., Sat. But FlI come at the truth, Til war- 
rant me,, in all its puriiclers ! 
;-..:.. I Lady 
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Lady yi. Suffering perhaps under the cotifci- 
oufi»efs of error, which the fight of me might in- 
creafe, ht flies from additional anguifh. OhJ 
that I had the power to footh and reconcile bim 
to himfelf! Why' will he not receive cohfolation 
from me ? 

Mrs. Sar. Til rummage about. 

Lady y/. If I am unhappy, how muft I be 
Certain that it is not my own fault ? Where there 
is unhappinefs, neither party can be wholly 
blamelefs. 

Mrs. Sar. He ought to love and adore fuch a( 
Lady ! and clothe her in fatin and gold ! 

Lady ji. Shall I tyrannize over the affeftions 
that I cannot win? If I want the power to pleafe^ 
let me corrcft my own defcfts, and not accufe 
my bufband of infenfibility ! Oh, nothing is fo 
killing to a hufband's love, as a difcom'ented, 
irkfoitie, wailing wife ! let me be any thing but 
that! 

^ Mrs. Sar. He is a barbarian Turk ! and fo I 
as good as told him. 

Lady yf, " What is the teft of ^in affeftionate 
^ wife? It is that, being wronged, her love re- 
** mains undiminifhed; having caufe of complaint, 
*^ fhe fcorns to complain, convinced that any mi- 
" fery is more welcome than the poffibilityof be- 
•*- coming the torment ofherbofom's Lord ! Oh^ 
*' let me rather fuffer every poffible evil than en- 
** dure my hulband's hate !" 

Mrs. Sar. If any fellow was to ufe me fo, 1 
know what I would do. 

Lady A. Yet have I not loft his love ? Dread- 
ful doubt ! My family advife a feparation, and^ 
if this fatal lots be real, how is it to be avoided? 
Yet, I will not lightly yield ! Let me hope wy 
\ efforts 
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efforts will not all be incffedual. Would fliis 
agonizing conteft we?e ended ! [Exit. 

Mrs. Sar. She may fay what (he will, but t 
know very well fhe is the moft mtferabU-$ft lady 
alive, and I could tear his eyes out I Hufband, 
indeed ? And fo, becaufe I liftened to the fel- 
low's loYe, and nonfenie^ftuff*, and took pity oil 
him, when he was going to hang or drown biai'^ 
felf, he muft think, as foon as he has got me 
fafe, to be my lord and mafter! Td tell him 
another ftory ! My lord and mafter, truly I [£x//« 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



AC T IL 

SCE^E I. The H^ecf Mrs. Enfield. 

Mrs. Enfield and Betty. 

Mrs. Enfield. 

AN D, mind me, treat her with great kind- 
hcfs and deference. 
Betty, ril be carefuK 

Mrs. En. Keep her in continual good hu- 
mour : don't let her afk for any thing twice ; and 
above all things liften to her complaints, and 
pity them. 

Betty. My white handkerchief (hall be at hef 
fervicc. * 

Mrs. En. Is the meffenger returned ? 

Betty 
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:' Betty. Yes, madam; and there is rio anfwer 
from Mr. Mordent, but Mr^ Lennox fent word 
he will foon be here* 

Mrs. En. Send her to me. 
, Betty. Y^s, madatn* . [Evit. 

Mrs. En: She is young, and ignorint. of the 
town ; biit^ I can fee, flie has a quick and cou- 
rageoju^ fpirit. 

J SCENE II. Enter Joakna; 

Mrs. jE». Well, my fweet Joanna; do you, 
think you can love me, and truft me, and follow 
my advice ? 

Joanna, Are. you not my benevolent protec- 
trefs, and will it not be my duty ? 

Mrs. En. Why that's a precious ! Ay, ay ; do 
but as I defire you, darling, an^ jhen ! 

Joanna. Oh, that I will! Come, fet me to 
work. 

Mrs. En. Ah, I won't kill ypu with work*, 
Pretty dear ! Thofe delicate arms ! — They were 
»ot made for work. 

Joanna. Fie ! You muft not tell me that. My 
toother is dead, and my father — ! {^jirmly) But I 
muft bear my fate with fortitude. Labour is no 
punifhment. 

Mrs. En. Labour ? Oh the beauty ! Chicken 
gloves, my lamb, for thofe white hands ! A 
noble looking-glafs, to fee that fweet form ! A 
fine chariot, to fhew off your charms ! Thefe 
you oyght to have, and a thoufand other fine 
things. Ay, and if you will take my advice, 
have them you fhall. 

Joanna. Fine things? Chariots? No, no; not 
for me. To work^'to work.— But III \yillingly 
take your advice; for, you are fo kind, .it can- 
liot b<? ill ! • '. , 

Mrs. En^ 
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Mrs. En. Ill ? Heaven proteft mc ! I advife 
a dear fweet handfome creature to ill ? 

Joanna. Handfome ? Fie ! an orphan ; Fa- 

therlefs ! 

Mrs. En* Ay, very true ! Ill ? No, no; think 
me your parent; 

Joanna. {Snatch andkifs her hand) Dear lady ! 

Mrs. En. Ah, my tender lamb ! Think of joy! 
Think of pleafure ! 

Joanna. Be not fo kind. You ftiould not fof- 
ten, butfteel my heart! Teach it to have neither 
fear nor feeling of wrong; to laugh when others 
weep. Oh ! I'll mock at forrow ! 

Mrs. En. Do not think of it. 

Joanna. Did you never fee your father ? 

Mrs. En. A nan, dear ? 

Joanna. I never faw mine ! Do not even know 
his name ! I had a ftrange defire to lee him 
once, but once, and I was denied ! I am a high 
fpirited girl, but I would have kneeled to him ; 
would have kiffed his feet ; and was refufed. — 
No matter ! 
. Mrs. En. Forget it. 

Joanna. Well, well ! — Courage ! — You muft 
let me work. I'll earn what I eat. I love you 
for your kindnefs, but I will not be depen- 
dent. 

Mrs. En. Since you will ! You fay you can ' 
draw? 
. Joanna. It has been my delight. I have ftu- 
died the human countenance, have read La- 
vater. 

Mrs. En. Anan ! Will you copy the engrav- 
. ing I fliewed you ? — 

Joanna. What, the portrait of that ftrange — ? 

Mrs. En. Mr. Mordent. (Handing down a 
frame.) 

Joanna. Mordent ? 

C Mrs. 
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Mrs. En. Of Portland Place. . 

Joanna. (Examining) I dbn't quite like him ! 

Mrs. Eju Why ? 

Joanna. He's a wicked man.-r- 

Mrs. En. Nay — 

Joanna. A wild eye ! — I hope he is not your 
relation. 

Mrs. En. No; but has been a very good 
friend. 

Joanna. Take care of him ! 

Mrs. En. Can you judge fo certainly? 

Joanna. Looking at fuch a face, who can 
fail ? (Examining Mrs. Enfield) You are a worthy 
lady; a kind lady; your aftions befpeak it: and 
yet — Don't be angry — there is fomething about 
your features — that I don't like ! 

Mrs. En. Blefs me, dear ! 

Joanna. I mull be wrong, becaufe you arc 
gobd : but you have not a good couritenance. 
That's ftrange ! I never faw mch a thing before ! 
—And the more I look the lefs I like. 

Mrs. En. (Jfide) Does (he fufpeft me ? 

Joanna. If ever I draw your face^ Til alter 
fome of the lines, I'll niake them fuch as I think 
virtue ought to have made them ; open, honeft, 
undaunted. You have fuch a number of little art- 
ful wrinkles at the corners of your eyes ! — You 
are very cunning ! 

Mrs. En. (In a tremor) What does (he mean ? 

Joanna. But what of that? You are kind to 
me; and I fear no cunning, not I ! You found 
me friendlefs, have given me work, and I would 
die to ferve you ! So Til copy that wild man's, 
portrait. 

Mrs. £;/. Wild ? 

Joanna. Nay, for that matter, you need not 
fear him: but if you know any vain, foolifh 

young 
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young girls, that love flaunting, and will liften 
to fine promifes, bid them beware of him I 
Mrs. En. (JJide) A little witch. 

Enter Betty. 

Betty. Mr. Lennox is below, madam. [£^//. 

Mrs. En. I am glad ' of that ! Come, my fweet 
Joanna, 111 introduce ypu to him. 

Joanna. Me, madam ? 

Mrs. En. Ay, Child! that I will. Every 
body fhall know what an angel my dear young 
friend is. 

Joanna. Confider, madam — 

Mrs. En. Nay, I am fure you will not refufc 
me this pleafure ? Come, come ! 

Joanna. You are too kind ! 

Mrs. En. Come, my precious. 

Joanna^ Well ! I commit myfelf to your truft. 
Friendlefs and fatherlefs, you will be my guar- 
dian. You are too generous to injure the helplefs, 
and the forlorn : and the lines in your face are 
falfe ! {Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Jn Anti-cbamher in the Boufe af 
Mordent. 

Mordent and Cheveril. 

Cbev. Grumble no more 'Guardy ! Have done 
with prognofticating evil ! 'Tis all in vain : your 
gloomy reign is ended : I am of age ! 

Mor. To play the fool ! 

Chev. Tm free ! I'm alive ! I'm beginning to 
cxift ! 

Mor. Like a wretch at the ftake, when the 
flames firft reach him ! 

Chev. The whole world is before me ! its 

pleafures are fpread out, and I long to fall on ! 

C 2 The 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



10 tHE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

The golden apples of delight hang inviting mfe to 
pluck, eat, and — 

Mor. Be poifoned ! . 

Cbev. Ha, ha^ ha ! 

Mor. As your guardian, I — 

Cbtv. Damn guardianfhip ! I haye beea 
guarded too long. Years but of number have 
I been fed with leaa Latin, crabbed Greek, and 
an abominable olio of the four faculties : ferved 
up with the jargon of Ariftotle, the quirks of 
Thomas Aquinas, and the quibbles and quodli- 
bets of Doftor Duns Scotus. 

Mor. Take warning — ! 
• Cbev. Fined for Horace, hbrfed for Homer, 
and plucked becaufe 1 could not parrot over 
their premifes aftd predicates, majors and mi- 
nors, antecedents and confequents. My brain 
was a broker's Ihop ; the little good furniture it 
contained all hid by lumber! 

Mor. Let me tell you, young Sirr— 

Cbev. Not now : Your day is done, I am my 
.own man ! I breathe ! I am abroad ! I am on 
the wing to vifit the regions of fruition and Pa- 
radife ; to banquet with the Gods, and fip am- 
brofik from the lips of Venus and Hebe, the 
Hours, the Loves, and the Graces I 

Mor. You are a lunatic ! 

Cbev. No! I am juft come to my fenfes; for 
I am juft come to my eftate ! High health, high 
fpirits, eight thoufand a year, and on^* and 
twenty ! 

iWi?r)-' Youth? Riches? Poor ideot! Health 
too ? What is man but a walking hofpital ? You, 
boy, you, little as you fufpefl it, include within 
yourfelf a whole pharmacopoeia of malady and 
mifchief! 

Cheii. 
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Chev. Zounds ! He'll perfuade me prefently I 
am Pandora's box ! 

Mor. So you are ! 

Chev. Why, guardy ! You are mad ! 

Mor. True, or I mould take the ftiorteft way 
to get rid oF mifery, and inftantly go hang my- 
felf! 

Cbev. What a pifture !• 

Mor. Equal it in accuracy, if you can. 

Cbev. Why I am but a young artift ; how- 
ever I can dafli my brulh at the canvas as dar- 
ingly as you have done ! So what think you 
(Rapturoujly) of mirth, fongs, and fmiles ; youth, 
/beauty, and kiffes ; friehdftiip, liberty, and love ; 
with a large capacious foul of benevolence, that 
can footh the afflifted, fuccour the poor, heal 
the lick, inftruft tjie ignorant, honour the wife, 
reform the bad, adore the good, and hug ge- 
. nius and virtue to the heart ? 

Mor. Every feature a lie ! 

Cbev. Curfe me but I fay the Hkenefs is at 
. lead as good as yours : and I am fure the co- 
Jouring is infinitely morq delightful ! 

SCENE IV. ^»/(?r Donald, 

Bon. I'ze ganging aboot the bufinefs of the 
poor lafly, ken ye me ? Gin ye want me, I'ze 
be back in a blink. 

Mor. Go to the devil, if you will ; fo tliat you 
do not torment me. 

Cbev, Ha, friend Dqnald! Don't you know 
that I'm of age ? Won't you revel and roar, my 
boy ? Why do you looL fo glum, old honefty ? 

Don. Troth ye miftake the maitter, young gen- 
tleman : I am an auld go-between. 

Cbev. Ha, ha, ha ! 

C 3 Bon. 
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Don, It's varra true ; wetch makes rae unco 
blate. A helplefs bairn has been caft upo' the 
wide warld, by a hairtlefs father, and I ara a pairt 
o' the caufe. 

Mor, Again, Imp ? 

Chev. A child deferted by the father ! , 

Don. Ye well may fhew the gogle o^ yeer eyn. 

Cbev, Is he poor ? Is he penny lefs ? 

Don. Much theraboot, an I dunna mifs my 
ken. . 

Chev. Bring the child to me ! Bring it to me, 
old rueful ! Ill be its father ! I never fathered 
a child in my life, and I long to begin! 

Don, Ye feem truly tohae mair human aiFaftion 
than fome fathers. 

Mor. Begone ! Leave us, Blood-fucker ! Gob- 
- lin ! Vampire ! 

Don. Yas — I'ze gang where I tow'd ye ; and, 
gin I dunna hear o'her, ye'ze hear o' me 1 [Exif. 

S C-EN E V; Mordent a^d Chbveril. 

ChfV. Bring me the baby, Donald ! Zounds 
how it woiild delight me to father all the father- 
lefs children in the world! Poor little dears ! I 
fliould have a plentiful brood ! — And fo, guar- 
dian, I want money. 

Mor^ What! To purchafc deftruftion wholc- 
fale? . , 

Chev.. I have five hundred good, wicked, fpi- 
rited, famous projefts on hand. You have feven- 
teen thoufand pounds, of mine, hard cafh. I 
' want it. 

Mor. Seventeen thoufand plagues I 

Chev. Every farthing. 

Mor. Your money, fir, is locked up in mort- 
gages. 

Cbev. 
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Chev. Locked up ? Oh, dammej Til unlock 
it. I'll fend honeft Grime to ye; he carries a 
matter key. 

Mor. Have you no regard to my convenience. 

Chev. rU pay the premium; and, if you .want 
fecurity, you may have mine. I muft have 
money ! The world muft hear of me ! I'll be a 
patron, and a fubfcriberj and a colleftoc, and an 
amateur, and a connoifleur, and a dilletanti I 
rU hunt, ril race, I'll dice; I'll grub, plant, 
plan, and improve ! I'll buy a ftud, fell a foreft, 
build a palace, and pull down a church. [Exit. 

Mor. Mr. Cheveril ! — He is flown — Why ay, 
with fpirits equally wild, wanton, and ignorant 
of evil, I began my career. I have now lived 
long enough to difcover that univerfal nature is 
univerfal agony! O this rejefted Joanna! Mife- 
rable girl ! Well ? . Am not I miferable too ? 
Who is not ? — The dangers to which ftie may be 
cxpofcd ? The cruelty of utterly abandoning her ? 
never fhall I again be at peace with myfelf ! — 

LaJy A. {JVithout) Where is your mafter ? 

Mor^ Hark! My wife! She tortures me with 

' her filent fufferings and her ftifled fighs. Paffion, 

bitter reproach, and violent menace, would be 

infinitely more fupportable. In (hort, I have not 

deferved her kindnefs, and cannot endure it. 

\Exit. 

SCENE VI. Z^^Anne. 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent ! Thus does he conti- 
nually fhuri me! Why then do I haunt hiip? 
Why intrude inyfelf upon him ? — Muft this have 
no end ? Fond foolilh heart, thefe aches and 
pains are fruitlefs ! Sleep in forgetfulnefs, ceafe 
to feel, and be at peace ! 

Mrs. Sar. {Without) I tell you, I cant ftay! 

C4 Lady 
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Lady A. The ftories, tpo, with which this kind 
but officious creature torments me— 

SCENE VII. Enter Mrs. Sak^^^zt hajiily. 

Mrs. Sar. Tve got it, my lady ! I've got it ! 
■^ Lady A. What is the matter now ? 

MrsySi^r. Why, riltell yourladyftiip. Aaucer 
quandary kind of perfon brought my matter a 
letter; which I knew was fufpicious. So my maf- 

* ter's coat was all powder; over here, (figntfi-' 
cantly) How he came by it, I don't knov ! 

Lady A. Pfhaw ! Pray don't teaze me. ' 
Mrs.. Sar. So, my lady, he took it off, and or- 
dered one of the fellows to give it a brufli. So, 

* making a pretence, I was clofe at his heels. 

Lady A. At whofe heels ? 

Mrs. Sar. The footman's, my lady. So while 
he was brufhing, he had a wrdnglation with the 
cook; and turned about to gabble footman's 
gibberifh with ftie ; fo I, having a hawk's eye^ 
twirled my hand behind me ; fo ; and felt in the 
pocket ; and there I found this written letter, 
which 1 flily flipped under my apron; fo — 

Lady A. Take a letter out of your matter's 
pocket ? 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady; becaufe, being broke 
open, I. read the contents, ancf found that it wa$ 
' from one Mrs.. Enfield, to appoint an ajfajjination 
betweeij ray matter and a young girh 

Lady A. Give it me ! 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady ; 1 was fure you could 
not but wifti to fee it. 

Lady A. Miftrefs Sarfnet, I have frequently 
cautioned you againft praftices like thefe; which 
are mean, diflioneft, and pilfering. 

Mrs. Sdr-t My lady ! 

Lady 
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Lady A. To have robbed your mafter of his 
money would have been lefs culpable, than to 
fteal from him the knowledge of tranfaftion* 
which, becaufe of their impropriety, he has not 
the courage to avow, ' 

Mrs. Sar. (Whimfering^ and with tokens of great 
€iffe£iion) It's very hard, becaufe I can't bear 
your lady — ladylhip's ill ufage, and, and, and 
always feel as if my very ftays were a burfting, 
to fee your, your treatment, time after time — 
that I ftiould get myfelf ill, ill, ill-will, becaufe 
I love you from the very bottom of my heart ! 

La^ A. I have winked at thefe liberties too 

* often: V\\ fuffer them no longer. 

Mrs. Sar. Very — very well— Since your lady- 
(hip is fo angry, you nr.ay turn, turn, 'me away, 
if you pleafe, and quite break, break, break ray 
heart ! ' 

• Lady A. No: the fault is more than half my 

• own : But^ from this time, I ferioufly warn you 
againft fuch improper, fucb bafe a£lions. 

Mrs. Sar. Very-^very well, my lady !. I'll be 
deaf, and dumb, and blind ! and, when I fee you 
treated worfer than a favage, V\\ burft twenty 
laces a day, before I'll fpeak a word ! 

Lady A. {With great kindnefs) What you hfive 
done has been affeftionately meant. I am forry 
to have given you pain, and to have excited 
your tears. But !• muft earneftly defire you will 
commit no more fuch miftakes> They are wrong, 
in themfelves; and every way fatal to mypeace. 

Mrs. Sar. {Catching and kijftng her hand) You 
are the tendereft and bed of ladies ! and 1 know 
who is an unfeeling brute ! \Bolh retiring. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. Enter Lennox ^»^ Cheveril. 

Lennox, Pray, miftrefs Sarfnet, is Mr. Mor- 
dent within ? 

Mrs. Sar. Indeed, fir, I don't know! {Mutier- 
ing) Mr. Mordent is a good for nothing chap ! 

{Exit. 

Len. ril bet you a thoufand, Cheveril, your 
charmer does not equal the girl I have this mo- 
ment left. 

Chev. Done, for ten thoufand ! 

Len. You would lofe. 

Chev. You never beheld fo peerlefs a beauty ! 

Len. How did you become ' acquainted with 
her ? 

Chev. We are not yet acquainted ; (Sighs) apd 
I begin to fear we never fliall be. 

Len. Oh, oh ! 

Chev. I met her three times in the Green Park. 
The firft moment I gazed at her with admiration 
— as foon as Ihe was gone by ! 

Len. Gone by ? 

Chev. Good manners, you know, would not 
let me flare her in the face. Such a (liape ! Such 
elegance ! The next time I determined to fpe^k 
to her, and approached as refolutely as Hercules 
to the Hydra. 

Len. A good fimile for a beauty ! 

Chev. I had ftudied a fpeech ; but, fomehow, 
there was fuch a fweet feverity in her looks-^I 
— I had not the power to utter a word ! . . 

Len. Courageous lover ! 

Chev. The third time however, it being, a little 
darker, for it was always in the evening, I was 
more undaunted : fo, fully determined to throw 
myfelf at her feet and declare my paffion, up I 
inarched ! But, as the devil would have it, Ihe 
2 turned 
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turned and looked me full in the face ; . and her 
beauty, and — and virtue— and — and modefty, 
were fo awful — that my heact fui>k within me ! 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! 
. Chev. It is now a fortnight fince; aod, though 
I have walked the Green Park, tnornmg, noon 
and night every day, I could never once again 
fet eyes on heir I Intolerable booby that f was,' 
to lofe three fuch precious opportunities !* 

Len. Of making love to a lady's maid ? 

Chsv. Oh for one momentary glance, that I 
might give vent to the paffion that devours me I 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! 

Cbev. What ! You think I dare not ? 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! Look you, Cheveril, 'I 
know you : a lighted match and the mouth of a 
cannon could not cow you like the approach of 
a petticoat. 
. Cbev. I ! — Afraid of women ? Damme, I don't 
underftand having my character attacked and 
traduced ! Make a Mafter Jackey of me ? I am 
a wicked one ! ' 

Len. Ha, ha, ha 1 Wicked ? You are as con- 
fcientious as a drunken methodift, or as a dying 
- mifer ! You are not only afraid of the woman 
but of the fin ! 

Cbev. Why, if — No, damme, 'tis not true ! I 
have no more confcience than yourfelf. 

Len. Me ? I have a deal of confcience. Plea- 
. fure^ I own, can tempt me ^-but I makeno pre- 
. tenfionS, like you, to fin for the fake of re- 
putation. ' . 

Cbe*u.. Sir, I make no fuch pretenfions ! I am, 
indfeed, refolved to be a fellow of enterprize, 
pith, and foul ; but not by vile rafcally methods. 
I'll love all thewomen, and perhaps trick fome of 
the men; but not feduce wives, niin daughters, 

and 
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and murder huibands and fathers. No ! If I 
cannot be wicked without being criminal, 
damme if I do not live and die an honeft dull 
dog ! [Exil. 

SCENE IX. Unter Mordent Jeanbing his 
pockets. 

Mcr. Curfe the letter — ^It's ^onc — Carclefs 
booby. 

Im. What's the matter ? 

Mcr. A thoufand to one but it has fallen into 
the hands of lady Anne ! 

Len: What have you loft ? 

Mor* (SHU /earchinr.) A damned epiftle, 
from — 

Len. Hem! 

SCENE X. Enter Lady hn^t. 

Lady J. Mr. Mordent^ I am glad to meet with 
you !• 

Mor. Glad ? Is the thing fo difficult ? 

Lady A. I d\d not fay fo : I meant nothing un» 
kind. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady A. Indeed I did pot — I wifli to fpeak 
to you. 

Mor. {T!o LennoiC retiring.) Stay where you are, 
Lennox. What, man, you are in no fear pf 
foothing infult ! You are not married. 

Len. ril return in five minutes. [Exit* 

[^Mordenf following. 

Lady A. Pray, Mr. Mordent — 

Mor. Pfliaw ! I know I am a bear at the ftake : 
don't fhorten my tether. 

Lady A. I have a paper — (Shewing the letter.) 

Mor. (Returning.) Ay, ay ! I knew it. Come, 
begin! I am prepared. 

Lady A. 
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^ Lady A. It fell into my hands by the repre- 
henfible but unauthorized curiofity of my wo- 
man. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady A. Indeed, I have never opened it. 

Mor. Nor flie either ! 

Lady A. Yes ; but that is not my fault. 

Mor. Yours indeed ? Impoflible ! 

Lady A. The heart, which I cannot fecure by 
affeftion, I will not alienate by fufpefting, 

[Returns the letter. 

Mor. Pfliaw ! Meeknefs is but mockery, for- 
bearance infult. 

Lady A. How Ihall I behave? Which way 
frame my' words and looks, fo as not to offend ? 
Would I could difcover ? 

Mor. You never complain ? You have no 
jealoufy ? 

Lady A. Indeed, I have been very obftinately 
blind, 

Mor. Ay, ay ! Patience on a monument ! 

Lady A. Reproach, at leaft, has never efcaped 
my lips. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! As if lips were the only in- 
ftruments of upbraiding ! No deep fetched fighs ? 
No pale melancholy glances ? No obvious hiding 
of the ever ready tear ? 

Lady A. I fear I have been to blame ! Indeed, 
I am forry that my fenfations have been fo acute. 

Mor. You accufe ? You give a hufband pain ? 
Infolent fuppofition ! 

Lady A. I fincerely wifh, my dear, you gave 
no more than I intend to give ! 

Mor. There ! Did not I fay fo ? Ha, ha, ha I 
You accufe ? 

Lady A. I <im wrong ! I forgot myfelf ! Pray 

forgive 
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forgive me! Why am I fubje6l to thefe mif- 
takes ? 

Mor, You are all angel ! 

Lady A. Would I were ! 

Mor. And I all demon ! 

Lady A. Do not, Mr, Mordent, by the dear 
afFeftion you once bore — 

Mor. There! There ! The afFeftion I once 
bore ? 

Lady A. Heavens ! Muft T ever be fated to 
wound, when it is mod the wifh of my foul to heal ? 

Mer. Why was the Earl of Oldcreft here, 
this morning ? Why are thefe family confulta- 
tions held ? 

Lady A. They are contrary to my wifh. 

Mor. A feparation, 1 hear, is the fubjeft of 
them? I 

Lady A. But not countenanced by me. 

Mor. Pretending in pity to fpare me yourfelf, 
they are to be fet upon me ! 

Lfldy A. Never! Heaven be my judge, never! 

Mor. I am to be fubjefted to their imperious 
di6lates ! 

Lady A. I own they have lately been very 
urgent with me, to return to tny father; but, were 
you only kind, their folicitations would be vain 
indeed. Oh ! take pity on y ourfelf and me, and 
teach me to regain your lofl affeftions! or, if 
that be too great a blefling to hope, there is ftill 
one evil, which I would fuffer any other torture 
to efcape. Think, if you can, that I no longer 
love ; treat me with unkindnefs ; negleft, accufe, 
do any thing — but hate me ! Let me not endure 
that laft flage of mifery ! But — Oh heavens!— 
if our former endearments muft end in that, have 
mercy, and retard or conceal it a^? long as you 
can ! \Exit. 

Mor. 
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mor. Ha, ha, ha ! What are barbs, and ftings, 
and poifoned arrows? Pitiful inftruments ! Thou, 
triumphant wretchednefs, ufeft thefe but on fmall 
occafions ; they want pungency ! 

SCENE XL jE»/^r Lennox. 

Len, May I come in ? 

Mcr. Ay, ay ! — Now am I ripe for mifchief ! 

Len. You feem ont of temper! What has 
Jiappened ? 

Mor. Trifles, trifles ! She has got the letter. 

Len. From whom ? 

Mor. Mrs. Endfields ! 

Len. Zounds! * 

Mcr. An invitation to a new fample of beauty. 
She has feenit; returned it; has gracioufly for- 
given ; ]ias racked, has driven me mad ! 

Len. {Sufpicioujly.) And do you mean to go? 

Mor. {Mildly.) Ay will I ! Since devil 1 am, 
devil let me be! It will be fome, though but a 
petty vengeance for prying. 

Len. You mult not. 

Mor. {PaJJionately.) Indeed but I will. 

Len. We have long been friends, and fellow- 
finners ; but, in thefe affairs, we have always be- 
haved honourably. ^ 

Mor. What then ? 

Len. I have feen the girl I 

Mor. Where? 

Len. At Enfield's. 

Mor. Did flie write to you, too ? 

Len. She did. An angel, Mprdent ! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Len. An angel ! I am ferioufly and deeply 
fmitten. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Marry her, and make 
wretchednefs fecure ! 

Len. 
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Len. No ; but I am fixed for life. Such ani- 
mation ! Such foul ! The fineft creature my eyes, 
ever beheld^! 

Mcr. ril fee her. 

Len. No ; I cannot confent. _ 

Mor. Why fo ? Til aid you to carry her off. 

Len. Areyou ferious? 

Mor. , As malice can make me ! The fex have 
been worfe to me than plague, peftilence, and fa- 
mine ! 

i>». And what have you been to them ? 

Mor. Nd matter: Til have my revenge ! 

Len. And you will aid me in this bufinefs ? 

Mor. I will, 

Len. Solemnly ? on your word and l^onour ? 

Mor. I tell you, 1 will ! 

Len. Why then, fee her you fliall ; but in my 
conrpany, obferve. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! Right ! anticipate your tor- 
ments ! 

Len. On this condition, I ftiall thank you for 
your affiftance and advice. 

Mor. Why ay ! Advice! I too, fool that I am, 
knowing the impotence of man to avert mifchief, 
I wilh for advice ! I — {^ifide.) There may be dan-, 
ger in telling him ? 

Len. Well? 

Mor. A — A friend of mine has a child ; fup- 
pofe it a — a natural child; that he knows not how 
properly to difpofe of. 

Len. {Ironical gravity.) A natural child, that he 
knows not how properly to difpofe of ? 

Mor. Yes. 
. Len. Could not he fell it to the kidnappers ? 

Mor. Pfhaw! 

Len. There are honeft overfeers that will take 
it^ fifty pounds down !* 

' Mor. 
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Mor. Not an infant : twenty years of age. 

Len. Oh ! Then indeed ! There are crimp 
ferjeants ! 

Mor. When I put a ferious queftiori, I expeOl, 
a ferious anfwer. 

Len. {^Indignation.) Serious ! And alk what a 
man is. to do with his child ! 

Mor. Suppofe he fliould have legitimate off* 
fpring ? 

Len. (Sneer.) Oh, oh 1 Legitimate! Hahl 
Made of other metal ? A different manufafture ? 

Mor. You won't hear ! He provided for her. 

Len. A female, too ? 

Mor. Would have continued to provide, but 
fhe rejefted his affiftance, 

Len. Howfo? 

Mor. Unlefs he would fee her, embrace herj 
that is, whine over, acknowledge her, and beftow 
his blefiing. 

Len. And he refufed ? 

Mor. Why* not ? Of what benefit are blef^ 
fings?. Where all is evil, why torment con- 
fcience concerning the mode ? 

Lm. He is a monfter ! 

Mor. But, fir, appearances— 

Len. Damn. appearances. 

Mor, Friends — 

Len. Damn his friends ! 

Mor. A wife — 

Len. Damn his wife ! He has friends, appear- 
mnces, and a wife ; but he has no heart ! 

SCENE Xn. Enter Donald in great 
agitation. 

Don. She is gone! She is loft for aye ! Vzt 
e'enredwude! 

D . Mpr^ 
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Mar. {/Iftde to Donald) How now ? Herald of 
malice and mifchief ! 

Don. I canna foregether her! Fair fa' yeer 
hairt ! Tze neerfet eyes o' her main 

Mor. Peace, hound ! 

Don. I tell you I wunna ! Mifca* me an ye 
wull, the de'el ma* care ! A father turn his back 
o* his bairn ! 

Len. Oh, ho ! What it was yourfelf, your own 
daughter, you were talking of? 

Don. Gin earth hand her, I'ze hae her. yet; 
ay and I'ze gar ye do her recht. {Return.) She 
laft a maffige for ye ! 

Mor. {Anxioujly.) Whatmeffage? 

Don. Tell him, gin he wunna gi his child 
ane kefs, ane fcrimpet blaffing, that child wull 
wark, ftairve and die, ore Ihe wull Icve like a 
parilh pauper on fcraps and alrns. Tell him Ihe 
has a pridefoo' fpirit, that wunna bag, gin Ihe 
canna win : and, gif he fcorn his dochtor, fhc 
fcorns akfapt his chairity. {Go.) 

Len. So you commit crin>e, and then invent a 
fyftem for its juftification ? Excellent philo- 
fopher 1 

Don. '{Returning^) Why dunna ye fpier a'ter 
her yeerfal ? Hech ! Waefucks ! Ye dunna ken 
yeer ain bairn ! 

Len. How ? 

Don. Ye never faw the face o' her, fin fhc 
hung a wee gigkt at the breaft! Weel, weel ! 
Nothing comes more furely tul licht than that 
which is long hidden ! An ill life, an ill end ! 

{Exit, 

Mor. Wolves, tigers, ferpents were firft 
created, and then man ! 

Len. You are truly a high fellow. Mordent : 
youfpend your fortune, wrong your wife, and 

difown 
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difown your child ! That ii, you inflift mifcry 
and then tell us all are miferable. 

Afor. 1 aft and I am afted upon* The pre- 
cept and the proof go together. 

Len. You are incorrigible! But Come; we 
muft about this bufinefs^ My heart is deeply 
interefted. 

Mor. My aiFaif s are at a crifis ; and, if I augur 
rightly, it/will foon be all overwithme. 

Len. Hope better. Come ; come with me to 
Enfield's. 

Mor. ril meet you there in half an houn 

Len. Do not faiU I am all impatience. 

Mor. Juft fo are curs fighting, and thieves in 
the aft of plundering. Man is ever eager on 
ttiifchief! With what infernal ardor do two 
armies prepare in the morning, to exterminate 
each other before noon ! Are they not wife ? 
What is it but comprefling the fum of evil with*- 
in an hour, which trembling cowardice would 
protraft through an age ? {^ExiU 
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SCENE L ^he Houje of Mordent. 

Cheveril and Grime, 

Cheveriu 

YOU flauft let me have the calh direftly. 
Grime. That is impoflible. 

Cbev, I fay, you muft. When I have wants 
and wifhesj nothing fliall be impoffible. r 

Qrime. {Afide.) What if I were to tell him of 
Joanna ? He would pay well. 

Chev. Twelve hours have I been free, and 
have not had a tafte of pleafure yet ! If I do not 
make hafte, I fliall grow old before I begin! 

Grime: {4fide.) I fliouldmake him my friend; 
** perhaps fhould get him to myfelf, and leave 
'^ old Item in the lurch," 'Tis a rare thought ! 

Chev. Why do you ruminate ? Do you doubt 
me ? 

Grime. Mr. Cheveril ! 

Chev. Well, fir? 

Grime. Do you love innocence, youth and 
beauty? 

Chev. Do I ? 'Sdeath, I am dying for them,* 

Grime. I know where they are to be found. 

Chev. You ? 

Grime. The rareft creature ! 

Chev. Where ? Where ? 

Grime. Such pure white and red ! 
* Chev. Ay! 

i Grime^ 
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Grime.' Such moift, ripe, ruddy lips ! 

Chev. 'Sdeath, don't drive me mad ! Tell me 
where ; where ? 

Grime. At a certain convenient-^ 

Chev. (Di/guji) Indeed ? No, no ; I have no 
tafte for- beauties of this kind. 

Grime, See herj and then judge. 

Chev. (/Ifide) Befide, 111 not be unfaithful 
to my angelic incognita of the Green Park ! 

Grime. She is a young untutored thing, 

Chev. Untutored ? 

Grime. (Significantly) That I can affure you. 

Chev.' Then depend upon it 111 not beherin^- 
ftraftor. How came flie in fuch a place ? 

Grime, She knows nothing of the place, nor 
•in the lead fufpefts Ihe is in bad company ! 

Chev. Poor dear foul, what rafcal fent her 
there ? 

Grime. Hem ! Why, that is, it it it was a kind 
of accident. 

Cbev. She is not for me. I want to be a fa- 
mous wicked fellow, but not by ehfnaring the 
helplefs. Np, damme, that is not the true 
way. 

Grime. Nay, if you will neither enfnare nor 
accept the already enfnared, you muft e'en marry, 
©rftarve. 

Chev. That is damned hard ! 

Grime, Enfnared Ihe will be. 

Chev. Curfe me but Ihe fhall not ! 

Grime. What will you do ? 

Chev. Snatch her from danger; provide for 
her, cheriih her ! 

Grime. Ay, now you fay fomething. 

Chev. Zounds ! Here have I been an age in the 
poffeffion of eight thoufand a year, arid have not 

D J done 
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done one famous good wicked thing yet I It*s a 
damned fhame ! 

Grime. You will fall in love with her the mo^ 
ment you fee her ! 

Cbev. To be f\ire I fliall!— No; on recollec- 
tion, I can't love twoata time. Then if (he ftiould 
tempt me to be wicked ? I mean vicious. I love 
wickednefs, but I hate vice. 'Tis a dirty whirl- 
pool, in which if once a man fet his foot he is 
foon up to his chirt. 

Grime. 'Tis in Dover-ftreet, I'll furnifh you 
with an introduSion. 

Chev. You arc abundantly civil. An intro- 
duftion from a ufurer to a — Hem ! I fliall come ^ 
to preferment ! 

Grime. This is the addrefs. (Giv^ a card.) 

Chev. Dover-ftreet 

Grime. Yes : Mrs. Enfield, 

Chev. (Reads) N\xxnhtr—CRec9ne£fs)'Shloodl 
^hy do I ftand prating here ? I who have been 
Kept falling from happinefs and pleafure fo long ? 
Another day will be over apd I fhall not get a 
t^fte of pleafure ! (Going. J 

Grime, Nay, I am telling you of a banquet. 

Chtv. Are you ? Why then, I have a keea 
appetite, and a moft devouring wifh to fall to 5 
So here goes ! lExif runnings 

SCENE II. Enter Mordent, 

Mor. So, Mr. Grime, 

Grime. Every thing is prepared) Sir : we wait 
your good leifure, 

Mor. You will find Mr. Item in his owa 
room. 

Grime. I Ihall attend you there ; we can do no 
bufinefs till you coipe, , \^Exit^ 

Mor^ Heigh ho! 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. £»/fr Clement. 

CJem. My uncle delires me to inform you. 
Sir, that he has examined the deed, and it is 
ready for figning. 

Mor. I am coming. 

Clem. Had I but any influence with you, Sir, 
I would intreat, I would cojnjure you not to ex- 
ecute it. 

Mpr. Why? 

Clem. A fudden demand may be made, by the 
firft mortgagee; you may be unprovidea for 
payment; equity of redemption will be for-r 
fpited ; he will foreclofe, and the eftate will be 
his at a valuation made fifty years ago, at lefs 
than half its prefent worth. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! ' Twill become his incum- 
brance, as it has been mine. 

Clem. Money lenders negleft no advantage. 

Mor. And as for CQuicience or honour — 

Clem. Some of the^i I am afraid, Sir, have 
very little of either. 

Mor. 'Tis in the order of things. Your uncle 
indeed is a man of integrity ; he knows them to 
be rogues, and ws^ms me of them. 

Clem. Sir, he — I—^He may be a ipiftaken man, 
like others. I once again conjure you, Sir, to 
re-confider the confequence. It is a very feri* 
ous affair. 

Mor. Mr. Clement you are young : You che- 
rifh the fond hope of alleviating mifery. Ah ! 

Clem. Sir, I — My fituation is a painful one, 
but every feeling of honefty and duty compel 
me to inform you that, when once you have 
figned this deea, you will be wholly in the grafp 
* qf mercenary men, who will pay no refpeO: to 
fgrmer profitS| the benefits they have received, 

D 4 or 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



40 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

or the feelings and diftreffes of him by whom 
they have acquired wealth, power, and pride. 

[Exit. 
Mor: The nephew and the uncle, poor fools^ 
have the misfortune to be honeft. Grime, fly 
villain, is more cunning, and will not forfeit 
his hope of cutting evil fliort at the gallows* 
The deed muft be figned ; for the money mufl 
be had. Yet thefe cautionings do but ftrengthen 
an averlion which, in fpite of neceflity, I hay^ 
always felt againft this laft aft of defpair. 

SCENE IV. Enttr Item. 

Mor. Mr. Item, you are right : this mortgage 
is a damned affair. Delay is dangerous ; thought 
is vain ; yet I am inclined to think again, before 
Ifign. 

Item. By all means. Sir! I like that! I ap-.' 
prove that ! Aft with your eyes open ! Take no- 
rafli ftep ! 'Tis what I always fay — but mine is 
a thanklefs office. Like other officious fools, I 
can give counfel, but no help. I am forry ta 
tell you, here is the upholfterer below, who is 
very infolent, and declares, if he be not paid 
immediately, he will have an execution in the 
houfe before night. 

Mor. Scoundrel ! — Could not you put him off 
for a week ? 

Item. He has been put off too often. 

Mor. Are there no means by which you might 
advance me that fum yourfelf ? 

Item. Oh, that I could! It would make me 
the happieft man on earth ! 

Mor. Affeftiogate foul ! 

Item. Riches would now indeed be welcome ! 

Mor. (Senftbility), Mr. Item, you make me as 
great a fool as yourfelf. 

Item. 
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Item. As to the deed, again-and again I warn 
you not to fign it. 

Mor, Then I will not. Ruin and wretched- 
nefs are certain ; but the mode of being wretched 
is in my own choice, and I will not. 

Item. Yet, what the devil I (hall fay to all 
your other tradefmen I don't know ! They are 
^very man of them as clamorous as the uphol- 
fterer. I don't believe one of them will wait 
two days. 

Mor. Was ever man fo peftered ? 

Ifem. Here too is a long account that I have 
juft received from your groom at Newmarket ; 
who fays he fhall foon want even a whifp of hay. 
For my part, I have not a guinea in hand ! I 
wifli I had ! Then the impatience of Cheveril ? 
And ^vhat the malignant, damned world will fay 
of the defalcation of a guardian there is no fore- 
feeing ! ** Mine is a painful talk ; for I cannot 
*' honeftly difch^rge my confcience, without 
^* fhewing you both fides of the pifture." 

Mor. " Ay, Ay ! Be faithful ; follow nature ; 
<f* daub in the dark Ihades !" 

Item. Sign you muftnot! 

Mor. At leaft I will take an hour or two to 
think of> it. Misfortune, difgrace, and ap- 
proaching infamy fit mocking at me, and I fliall 
foon attain the acme of mifery. [Exit. 

Item. (Sneer) Ha, ha, ha ! You won't fign ? 
Indeed, moody mailer of mine ! Ha ? But 1 will 
fend thofe about your ears that will prefently 
make you ! [£x// 

SCENE V. ^e Street. Cheveril, 
Chev. This is the ftreet. It muft be fome- 
where hereabout. What a fatiguing affair plea- 
fure hunting is ! Oh that I could once more meet 

my 
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my lovely angel ; my Green Park Deity ! (Esc^ 
amines his card) This is the number. 

SCENE VI. Enter I^ennox from Mrs. Eh- 
field's Door^ 

Cbev. Heydey! Lennox? 

Len. Cheveril ? 

Cbev. Coming from — ? You ! Who preach re- 
finement of purfuit, and delicacy of enjoyment ? 

Len. Oh ! We preach one thing, we prafticc 
another. Befide, were you but to fee her ! 

Cbev. Her ! who ? 

Len. The girl I tojd you of— ^The divined 
creature — ! 

Cbev. What, here ? 

Len. I am all flame ! 

Cbev. Inthishoufe? 

Len. Yes : but fhe fhall not remain there half 
an hour. I am going to prepare every thing. I 
am determined to fecure her — . 

Cbev. (Afide) Honeft Grime has given him 
jyi introduftion too. 

Len. Hufh ! (Joanna tbraws uptbe/ajb^ andap^ 
fears for 4 moment at the window.) There Ihe is I 
(Points.) 

Cbev. Where ? I fee nobody. 

Len. Ah, fhe's gone again. 

Cbev. Oh, but I'll (Preparing for a run.) 

Len. (Seizing his arm) Where are you going ? 

Cbev. To leap through the window ! 

Len. No, Cheveril ; that muft not be. 

Cbev. Why not ? 

Len. She is mine. 

Cbev. Yours ? 

Len. I have bought an exclufivc right to her : 
paid a hundred pounds down. 

Cbev. Pooh. 

Len* 
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Lett. I tell you flie is, apd (hall be mine! 

Chev. Well, well ; if fo — (Going;.) 

Lett. (Preventing him) Cojne with mc I 

Chev. No; I can't. 

Len. Why not ? 

Chev. This is my way. 

Len. Nay, but-— 

Chev. Good bye ! [Exit running. 

hen. Zounds, my damned blabbing tongue ! 
{Looking after him) . There he flies, the whirligig ! 
Ah ! he is out of fight, and all is fafe. I muft 
have Mordent's affiftance. Where the devil 
does he loiter? (Lcoks wijifully at the window) 
I'll foon be back though, for fear of accidents. 

iExii. 

SCENE VII. Tb<f Hoi\fe of Mrs. Enfield. 

Mrs. En. (Calling) Betty ! 

Betty. (IVithout) Maam. 

Mrs. En. Who is it that bounced through the 
back 'door iq fuch hafte ? 

^etty. {^^nters) I don't know ma'am ; a young 
—Hem! ^E9iit. 

Enter Cheverii,. 

Chev. I am here, fafe : I have tricked him ! 
Your bumble fervant. Madam. Your name 
is ? 

Mrs. Enfield^ at your fervice. Sir. 

Chev. You keep a ^modifli masaziile, I 

think? . 6 . 

Mrs. En. Magazine ! 
Chev. Of ready-made beauty ? 
Mrs. En. Well, Sir ? 

Chev. Your acquaintance, honeft Mr. Orime, 
informed me you have a fample of a fine fort. 
Mrs. En. Ah, You are too late ! 

Cbev. 
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Cbev. My friend Lennox has paid you one 
hundred pounds. Don t ftare; < know the whole. 
Bring me to the lady, and, if I like her— 

Mrs. En. I am very forry, fir, but I cannot: 
my honour won t let me, 

Chev. Prodigious virtue !• Come, come ! Len- 
nox is cunning forty ; I am foolifh one and 
twenty. He is too old to be a lavife paymaftcr. 

Mrs. En. Ah, fir, that is your mikak^I He is 
too young! He wilt pay better as be grows 
older. 

Chev. I have eight thoufand a year, and am 
determined to be a — a — a — wicked dog. 

Mrs. En, Ah, lord love you ! 

Ch€V. So fee her I muft. This is my proof, 

[^hewing a Bank bilL 

Mrs. En. As Mr. Lennox is your friend, per- 
haps you have his permiffion? 

Cbev. Permiffion? Oh, yes—No! Til be 
wicked but not unprincipled : I won't lie 1 That 
is a paltry fcoundrel vice ; no foul in it. Look 
you, if that fum will not content you, tell me 
what will ? 

Mrs. En. Why, fir, you are fuch a handfome, 
charming, pleafant young gentleman, that — if 
you could Ipare me another fuch — • ? 

Cbev. To fettle accounts with your honoui*. 
Well, there. 

Mrs. En. Obferve, fir — it is only a Ihort con* 
verfation. 

Cbev. Nothing more. 

Mrs. En. No injury to Mr. Lennox ? 

Cbev. Never fear. 

Mrs. En. But you muft be wary ; young as fhe 
is, I never faw fo 'cute a one ! 

Cbev. Never fe?T, I tell you ! I underftand 
fuch affairs; or foon ihall do at leaft. I'm a 

young 
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young beginner, but a devilifli apt fcholar ! 

I Exit Mrs EnfielL 
Now if ftie be worth carrying off, and T could 
oul-wit Lennox! I ! Oh! I fliould eftablifh my 
charafter, foi fpirit, foul, and intrepidity for 
ever ! I'll not be 6ut of countenance. No, 
damme, I am determined ! FU — I'll fpeak, and 
to the purpofe too ! Til be a damned fo^-ward, 
prating, impudent, wicked, dog ! 

SCENE VIIL Enter Mrs. Enfield, lea^i 
Joanna, wko follows reluSlantly. Cheveril 
turns bis back and tries to ajfume courage. 

Joanna. Really, madam- 
Mrs. En. Ah, my lamb, pray oblige me ! He 
is one of my kindeft, beft friends. 

Joanna. What then ? 

Mrs. £». You are fo fweet a cherub ! I muft 
jJrocure my ■ friends the pleafure of your ac- 
quaintance ! Ah ! There's a dpve ! There's k 
beauty! — Dear! I forgot my knotting! I will 
be back in a moment. \Exit. 

Chev. (^Not daring to 'look at Joanna^ calls) Mrs. 
Enfield I— She is gone !— I fhould have felt bold*, 
cr, had fhe been prefent. 

Joanna. It is very ftrange ! 

Cbev. What does fhe fay ? 

Joanna. Firft one man, and then another ! 

Cbev. {Liftening) Hay ? Hem ! 

Joanna. Her friends too are all men ! 

Cbev. Where the devil now is all my impa- 
dence flown ? 

Joanna. But fhe is fo kind, fo winning, that I 
have not the power to deny. 

Cbev. If I could but turn round — One plunge 
ind it would be over ! \ftums by degrees. 

Ma — ! Heavens ! [Stands afionijhed. 

Cbev. 
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Joanna. {Afide) Mercy ! It is he ! 

Chev. {Aftde) The very beauty of the Greeil 
Park! 

Joanna. (Sighs) I had almoft hoped never to 
have feen him more ! 

Cbev. (Afide) Jhis is the luckieft — Lucky ? 
To find her here ? 

Joanna. (Afide) I have thought "of him much 
too often ! , 

Chev'. (Afide) A creature fo divine! Looks of 
fuch confcious modefty ! And in this place? 

Joanna. Sir— 

thev. Madam— (i^^i?) O that I might but 
touch her lips ! 

Joanna. Mrs. Enfield informs me you are one 
of her beft friends. 

Cbev. Me, madam? 

Joanna. Yes, fir. 

Cbev. Why-That is-(^^0 No: I'll not ^Cr 
ceive her ! (Aloud) I — I never faw Mrs. Enfield 
before in my life. 

Joanna. Never — ? 

Cbev. Never. And I don't care if I never feq 
her again. 

Joanna. Blefs me ! 
' Cbev. Very true, madam. And I— 

Joanna. (Calling) Mrs. Enfield ! 

Cbev. Stop, madam ! — Pardon my ptefump- 
tion, but — I — you — ^you have fo much beauty 
and modefty — ^and merit — and— I am fuch a 
faltering — bafliful booby^ — ^that, if you leave me 
—I fhall run mad ! 

Joanna. Mad, fir? 

Cbev. Upon my foul I fliall, madam ! I can't 
help it ! I never was fo enchanted, enraptured, 
and raviihed in all my life I And I aAi very 
forry to find you — 

Joanna. 
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Joanna. Sorry to find me ? 

Chev. No, no, no, madam ! Glad to find you? 
Infinitely glad ; but not in this houfe ! 

Joanna. And why, fir? 

Chev. I was frantic to think I had loft you ! 

Joanna. How fo, fir? We are not acquainted? 

Chev. I am forry for it, madam ! — B — b — but 
J hope we fhall be. 1 have beien a very. Bedla- 
mite ! I could neither eat, drink, nor fleep ! — 
I have dreamed of you every night ! You have 
been in my head, in my heart, in my arms — ! 

Joanna. Your arms, fir ? 

Chev. Oh lord, no, madam ! No , no ! — I—** 
I am talking in my fleep nOw. I mean — That is 
— 1 would not offend you, madam, no, not for 
ten thoufand thrones ! Though to find you here 
is the greateft torment— ! 

Joanna. Torment? 

Chev. B-^b— blifsl I~ I— I would fay blifs, 
madam! Blifs ineffable ! ^nd if — you would but 
leave this wicked place — 

Joanna. 1 do not underftand you, fir ! 

Chev. Purity of heart is the charaQeriftic 
of your countenance : lam fure you are inno- 
cent; or, if not, I would give worlds that you 
yere ! 

Joanna. This, fir, is the firft time we ever 
fpoke together : what have you heard or feen of 
me that fhould authorize you to doubt? 

Chev. Nothing, madam ! On my foul, nothing ! 
Every motion, word and look, fpeak virtue 
void of blemilh ! I would lay down my life 
to prove it, arid to refcue you from this bad 
woman ! 

Joanna. From Mrs. Enfield ? 
Chev^ An odious, vile — ! 

Joanna. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



48 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

Joanna. You make me half fufpefl you are as 
frantic as you defcribe yourfelf ! She is the moft 
l)cnevolent oT women ! 

Chev. Forgive me if I appear intruding ; in- 
deed my intention is good; but, how long have 
you, been in this houfe ? 

Joanna. Npt four hours. 

Chev. And how long acquainted with this wo-* 
nan ? 

Joanna. To-day was the firft time I ever faw 
her. 

Ch^. {In raptures) She's innocent f She's in- 
nocent! 

Mor. {ff^itbout) I tell you, I will fee her ! 

Chev. {Alarmed) 'Sdit^xh^ I hear my guardian ^ 

Mor. Lennox will be here prefently. 
. Chev. (Looking round) I muft not be feen, but 
for heaven's fake let me fpeak to you once tnore 1 
{^Retires into a clofet^from which be occajionally looks. 

SCENE IX. Enter Mordent. 

Mor. (Surveys Joanna) Your humble fervant^ 
ftiadam. {Afide) She is indeed beautiful! 

Joanna. {AJide) This is the man of the por- 
trait ! 

Mor. You are acquainted, I believe, with my 
friend, Mr. Lennox? 
- Joanna. I, fir ? Not to my knowledge. 

Mor; Did he not converfe with you this mom^ 

Joanna. I have converfed with two gentlemen, 
this morning : you are the third. 

Mor. (Afide) Lovely creature ! Can Ihe too be 
an inftrument of malevolence ? {Aloud) I mean a 
fair gentleman, about forty. 

Joanna. Well, fir; what of him? 
Mor^ Did he — not make propofals ? 

Joanna^ 
* 
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yban^a. To me ? Propofals ? 

Mork Ay, madam; on the common fubje6tf 
the promoting of ill ? 

Joanna. You fpeak riddles. He talked idly, 
and perhaps was more unprincipled and infultin^ 
than I fuppofed ! 

Mor. [Afide) By heavens, flie is an innocent^ 
Nay her countenance would half perfuade me 
there are beings capable of happinefs ! 

Cbev. (From the dofet) Zounds ! He looks a9 
if he too would fall in love with her ! 

Mor. Pardon my intrufion^ madam : I am ^ 
ftranger to you, but— 

Joanna. Not entirely^ 

Mor. Not! 

Joanna, I have been ftudying you all the 
morning. 

Mor. Me ?— You never faw me before ! 

Joanna. Yes^ I have. 

Mor. When? Where? 

Joanna. {Pointing to the fillure) Here— In ef- 
figy- 

Chev. What ai*e they about ? 

Mor. My portrait? (Afide) How dare the old 
beldam hang it up in her houfe ? 

Joanna. It fpeaks volumes : yet not fo much 
as the originaU ' 

Chev. Oh that 1 could hear them ! 

Mor. Indeed ! And what does it fay, madam? 
If it fpeak good, it lies. 

Joanna. Eidier it indicates falfely or you hav© 
flattered, promifed^ deceived, and betrayed, 

Mor. (Afide) Aftoniftiing !— Who ? 

Joanna. More poor girls than one ! 

Mor. (-/l^) Her eyed penetrate to the heart U 
^ Aloud) Evil is every where, therefore in me. 

Chev. How Ibe gazes at him ! S'deatb ! 

£ Joanna}^ 
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Joanna,, There is a mixture; traits that ftfug* 
^le to be juft and good; occafionai marks of 
virtue, but more of moody remorfe* 

* Mor. {AJide) Is this real? — You judge and 
fpeak freely, madam, I applaud your lincerity. 

Joanna. What fhould I fear ? Befide, you have 
not the features of revenge. 
' M^. {AJide) Hef underftanding and difcern* 
inent furpaft her beattty. 

• Chev* Will they never have done ? 

Joanna. This eye ! How often muft it have 
iffumed the fame deceiving form and meaning, 
to have impreffed thefe deep lines of artful fe-» 
du6tion ! How frequenthy muft health, wealth, 
and principle have been facrificed, to gratify 4if- 
* lioneft paffions? 

Mor. {Aftde) Amazing! So young too! 

Joanna. You are an unhappy man : for you 
iiave not the apathy of folly ; you have a fenfe, 
a feeling of what you have done. 
' Gh€v. I (hall go mad ! 

Mor. I have never had faith in forcery ! Is i^ 
ydur profeifion ? 

Joanna. I have no profefflon. I am nobody ; 
the child of nobody; a branch lopped off and 
caft away; that might have growiij biit that could 
find no root. Misfortune and an aftive ipirit^ 
ftruggling to fhake off oppreflioii^ have quicken- 
ed me a little. Other than this I am but a (imple 
girl; and my whole art is to note what 1 fee, 
And to fpeak what I »think. 

Mor. Whoever you are, come but with me, 
and, while I have a morfel, a home, or a heart, 
you fhall fliare them ! 
^ Chfv (Runsformard)Iixmmz\iihtih2\\\ 

Miyr. Why^ Mr—! 

Chev. She (ball have my morfel, my home, and 
^y heart! 

Mor^ 
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Ilfor. You in this houfe, firi 

Cbev. Nay, fir, you in this houfe, fir? Ma- 
dam, put no faith in him ! You are very right, 
he is a feducer! I love you, heart, body, and 
foul! rU offer you no wrong! Every proof that 
the moft ardent, pureft paflion can give, feel, or 
imagine^ ihaU be yours! 

Joanna. This houfe! This houfe ! What is it 
you mean, gentlemen ? Is there contamination 
in this houfe ? 

Chev. Vile ! Deteftable ! A place of intrigue ! 

Joanna. Heavens 1 \Exit precipitately. 

Mor. {Prevents Cbe'veril from pa£ing.) How 
came I| fir, to find you here ? 

Cbev. Zounds, fir, how. came I to find yoil 
here ? 

SCENE X. EntfrMrs.%\^fizhT>. 

Mrs. En. What hav« you done, gentlemen^ 
lo alarm the young creaitqre in this manner? A 
little more and fhe had efcaped us all ! 

Mor. Hark you, Mrs. Enfield. At your pe- 
ril, keep her fafe and free from infult till my re- 
turn! l^Exit. 
^ Cbev. Infult 1 I#you breathe impurity in her 
prefence, V\\ mak€ a general maffacre! Let any 
ope take her away, fpeak to her, or even look 
"at her, while 4 am gone, and 111 grind you all to 
powder! {Goes and baftily returns) 'Her^! 'Hbre 
are all the bills I have ! 1*11 be back in five mi- 
nutes! keep her fafe and 111 give you a thoufand 
pounds! My ^lame H Cbeveril: ten thoufandl 
^Returns) Cheveril, I fay, my whole eftate! 

- » [Exit. 

Mr^. £;;. But, fir! firt lE^it. 

. . E i ACT 
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ACT IV. 

' iSCENE L "TheUoufi if MoftDENXi 
Item enraged and Grime, determined^ 

Grimb^ 

ONCE for all, Mr, Iterii, it will ridt do! S(k 
be of a fweet temper. 

Item. Why you grumbling old bockhead, what; , 
would you have ? May you not thank me for 
every Ihilliiig yoU are W6rth in the world? 

Grime. Don't tell me Mr; Item ! I am but your 
Scavenger, and you put me to a deal of dirty 
work. 
. Item. Here's gratitude ! Why, Mr. Grime! 

Grime. Well, Mr. Iteitt! 

Item. Did 1 not firft find you in a miferable 
garret, ip Fullwood's Rentd, where you were 
uarving in rags and wretchednefs ? 

Grime. Well ! 

Item. Did I not take you to Monmouth- 
Street, make you caft your beggar's fldn, tranf- 
form you into foraething almoft human, hire you 
apartments in the Temple, and pafs you on my 
mafter for a rich ufurer, a damned rogue ? 

Grime. Very true. But you would not let me 
aa my part ! You took care to be the damned 
rogue yourfelf ! 

Item. Have I not trtifted you, tutored you, 
taught ygu your trade) and furniibed the tools ? 

Grimi't 
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Crime. Whatthe.n? - 

Item. And do you pretend to bargain^ wrapglc^ 
tnd prefcribe terms to me ? 

Grime. Yes : I do. 

Item. You do? 

Grime. I do. Help yourfelf how you can. 

Item. Here '6 a villain ! 

Grime. You tutored me, you know; you 
taught me my trade, and furnifhed the tools. 

Item. You viper ! Sting the bofom that foftered 
you? 

Grime. I follow your own example ; Mr. Mor- 
dent foftered you ^ There's morality in it. 

Item. Oh, damn your morality ! 

Grime. Be of a fweet- temper ! Time was I wsij 
your flave ; you are now mine. 

Item. Oh, the rafcal ! 

Grime. I am too deep in your fecrcts for you 
to dare difcard me; fo, I'll have my fliare. 

Item. Your—? 

Grime. Ay, wy/— My full fhare. So be fwcet 
tempered. 

Hem. And who is to find the money ? 

Grime. You. 

Item. And who \s to run the rifle ? 

Grime. You. 

Item. And who i^ to be profecuted for ufury 
apd coUufion. 

. Grime. Caft perhaps for perjury, whipped^ 
imprifoned, and put in the pillory — ^You 

Item. And ypu to tun away with half the pro^ 
fits? 
. Grime* Yes. 

Item. Here's juftice ! Oh, what a damned, 
world do we live in 1 

Grime. Yovjr fortune is made j you muft now 
)^clp to make mine. 
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^ SCENE II. Enter Doi^ALb unfcrc/ive^. 

Item. Here's a villain ! 

Grime. You muft, or I telK 

Item. What will you tell ? 

Grime. All !-* All the ufurious tricks you hive 
praftifed on Mordent: the arts by -which you 
have cheated him of his eftatcs^ pretending that I 
am the man ; your intention to forcclofe 'y your 
(iegleft in not paying yourfelf intcreft, purpofely 
to rob according to law ; your plots to ruin Cbc^ 
veril; all, all! 

Item. You will tell all this ? > 

Grime. I will. 
; li^m. Why you fiend ! You fuperiative villain ! 
You cut-throat ! . , ' \ 

Grime. {Seeing Donald.) Hem ! [Pakfe. 

, Don. What the horriie de'el do ye ftop at? 
What gars ye fwither? rze. baud my whiflitl 
Yeer confabulation is unco entertaining ! 
t Item. Ah ! good Mr. Donald ! Here is my 
old friend, Mr. Grime, has, has — {Aftdeto Grime.) 
[You fee what your villainy has done !] (Aimd.) 
He is a good-natured foul, as you know, [Scoun- 
drel !] and he— l-^I— 

Don. Ye! — Yas; ye'er a fweet nut, gin ye 
yar well crackt. 

Item. I, 1, 1 was bantering him : trying to, to-4 
fVillain !] but nothing can put hiih in a paffion ! 
[Oh, curfe you !] Nothing ! 
. D^. The Sent!* Wow! But ye'er a pauky 
Gilligapus ! 

Item. Perhaps you want our gopd matter, Mr. 
Donald.? 

Don. Aiblins yeer right, auld Clootie.^ 
* Item. He is gone out. Nothing but a joke, 
Mr, Donald : nothing elfe. 
J . . ^ Don. 
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Don. (Clenching bisfiji.) Noo could I gi* Kim 
fie an a gowf o* the haffet! 

Item. Can I, can my dear friend, Mr. Grime 
[Oh, you thief!] do you any lervice ? 

Don. Haud yeer blether, mon ! 

Item. Can we oblige you $iny way in thd 
^orld? 

Don, Yas, 

Item. {Fawning.) How ? How ? 

Don. Tak compaiflion o' the booels & yeer 
brother, Jack Ketch, and be yeer ain hangman! 
' iE,it^ 

SCENE III. Item tf»i Grime. 

Iiem. There villain ! You fee what you have 
-done ! 

Grime. Is it my fault ? I tell you again, you 
had better be fweet tempered. I (ball fay ix^ 
ipore : you know my mind. (Going.) 

Item. (Aftde.) Oh that I qould poifpu Wm| 
{4lQud.) Mr. Grime ! Mr. Grim^ 1 
I Grime. Well, Mr. Item ? 

Item. This quarreling is very foolifix. 

Grim, Oh, ho! 

Jtem. We are necefliirjr to ?acb othef* 

Grime. I know it. 

Item. Your hand ? 

Grime^ There. 

Jtem, We are friends. ? 

Grime. If you pleafe. 

Item. Well, w(^ll~(4y?^if.) Damn him} Hqw^I 
hate the dog I-^Ccyicerning thi$ Berkihir^ mor^- 
tgage— 

^ Grime. Ay ? 
; Item. You, (harll have twenty perxepts on th'o 
premium. , * . 

Qr^me. Tl?at won't do i 
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Item. Thirty ! 

Grime. It won't do ! Half! The full half! 

Item. (Afide.) Hell take him!— Well, well, 
my dear Grime, the half be it. 

Grime. Together with my moiety of the thou- 
fand, given with Joanna. 

Item. Your—? Hem! (Sighs.) You ftiall ; 
you fliall. Are your fatisfied? 

Grime. On thefe conditions. 

Item*. Where is the dee4 ? 

Grime. Ijfi that bag. 

Item* Mordent is coming. I know he will, for 
I know he (hall, fign. But that is not all. 

Grime. What more ? 

Jtem. This damned Scotchman will afTuredly 
betray us to him ; and Lady Anne's jointure pre- 
vents his being fo entirely deftitute, and power- 
lefs, as is neceifary. 

Grime. But how is that to be helped ? 

Item. Eafily enough. You mull convey in- 
formation, to h^r father and relations, that he has 
^ daughter. 

Grime. Nay, but— 

Item. Hulh ! Here he comes ! I will give you 
tpy reafons and inftruflions when we are alone. 
Where is the deed ? 

Grime. Here, rpady. Hem ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Mr. MoKDEUT,^ 

Mor. {Anger.) W^iat is the meaning, Mr. Item, 
that I fee that upholfterer, and two other ill 
tooking followers with him below ? 

Item. Nay, why alk me ? Why knit your brows 
at me ? Can I coin ? 

Mor. Excuie me ! I am a hunted bull, and 
)>Utt at friends an4 foe$ 1 

Rem. 
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Item. The infolent fellow infifted on taking 
|)ofleflion j fo, thinking you would not wifli Lady 
Anne to know, I prevailed on him and the officer 
to.rernain in the hall, till I could fpeak to you. 
If I have done amifs, (hew me in what. 

Mor. No, no. I know your zeal. Why will 
you not advance two thoufand pounds, for that 
and other immediate purpofes, and delay figning^ 
Mr Grime ? I afk only a day ! 

Item. Ay, Mr. Grime, why will you not ? 

Grime. {fVith great gravity.) Impoffiblet 

Item. Don't tell me ! Impoffible, indeed ! Yoti 
ought to coixfent ; it is your duty : nay, you 
IJiall confent ! ' 

Grime. I cannot. Muft have fecurity. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Villain! — Where is th'ft 
deed ? 

Item. So you will not, Mr. Grime ? You will 
not? 

Grime. I wifh I could! But I am myfelf a bor* 
rower : the money is not my own. 

Item. Hem! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Damn your rafcal hypo- 
crify ! Give me the pen j 

Item^ {Holding bis arm ) Why you will not fign^ 
fir! Will you? 

Mor. Peace, fool ! Cannot you fee a wretch on 
the wheel but that your bones too muft ach ? 

Item, {fitting him : be figns.) Ah ! It is al- 
ways thus ! 1 may advife, but my advice is never 
followed ! 

Mor. (Seals) " I deliver this as my aft and 
deed.'* Here, implement of hell ! I know your 
thirft, blood hound ! 'Tis ready mixed deftruc- 
tion : take, quaff, and burft ! Begone ! 

Item, {Seizing t be deed.) Come, fir! My good 
matter hfis fufficient reafon to be angry with you! 

4 It 
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It was very unfriendly, fir, to refufe. You teach 
Mr. Mordent what he has to cxpeft. (Ajde.) 
All is now fecure I [ExewU Item and Grime. 

SCENE V. Enter Donald, looking earnejlly 
after them. 

Bon. Ha' ye figned ? — Ha' yc figned ? 

Mar. Aflc no queftions — Yes. 

Don^ Weel, well ! — Stark deed has nae re- 
meed! — Twa wolves may worry ane fheep— I 
kam to tal ye that yeer glib gabbit fteward, 4nd 
his compeer, Grime, are too (coondrels. 

Mor. Pfhaw! Fool! 

Don. I tal ye, they are twa Hamned villains ! 

JWl?r. Grime, fellow ! Grime! A paltry, gold^ 
loving, ravenous rafcal I But Item ?— a worthy 
man ! 

Don. He wordy? That fient ? Marcy o* my 
foul ! He is the prime cock deel o' the olackeft 
pit o' hell 1 The malifoix curfe catch 'ei^ aw ! 'Ti& 
nae ftick and flow fax pi^inutes (in I heard a^ 
fbeir murguUied gab \ 

Mor. Hear ? 

Don. Yas ! hear ! , 

Mor. What did you hear ? 

Don. Item himfal confefs that he had flethered 
ye of aw yeer eftates ; that Grime is nae mair but 
his flunkie ; that it is his intantion to foreclofe; 
that he has wilfully neglafted- to pay himfal in- 
tereft, for that he may claw ye according tul law ; 
that there ha' been ftam deeds ; and that a plo| 
is laid to felch mail^er Cheveril of aw his waith. 

Mor. {Convulfive laughter.) Ha, ha«r ha! You 
heard all this ? 

Don. Wi' my ain ears ! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! Item ? Are you fu^e you 
J(ieard this precious mifchief ? 
^ ^ Pon. When 4id Donald tall ye a U^ ? 
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* Mor: Ha^ ha, ha ! Item ? I am glad on't ! *Tis 
right ! 'Tis confiftent ! Tis delightful ! Ha, h^^ 
ha ! Abraham's rejefted prayer ; not one honeft 
man. Ha; ha, ha ! 

Don. Hoot awa ! Nae oneft ? Nor ye nor the 
black clawed Lucifer himfal canna deny but that 
Donald is oneft. , ^ 

Mor. Item ? Ha, ha, ha ! Ineftimable villain ! 
— And I too ? Thought him juft and good ! Oh, 
Gull! Gull! Gull! Ha, ha, ha! {RecoUeSling^) 
Tell Mr. Clement I wifti to fpeak with him. 

Don. Noo the fteed is ftolen, ye wad fteck the 
door. \Exiti 

Mor. {Convulfed anguijh ) Oh the {harp fanged 
l^olf! Ha, ha, ha! 

SCENE VI. £»/fr Lennox. 

hm. Mordent ! How now ? How you look ! 

Mor. 1 am an afs ! A moft ineffable afsl 

Lerty What is the matter? 

Mgt. Ha, ha, ha ! 'Tis proved upon me ! 

Len. Your mirth is of a ftrange kind ! 

Mor. The man whom I have trufted through 
life, ha, ha, ha ! he whof(? rigid honefty — do yoii 
mark me ? ha, ha, ha ! honefty 1 

Len. Well? 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! whofe honefty made me 
fometimes doubt the truth of the felf-evident 
fyftem of evil, ha, ha ! he's a rafcal ! A double 
leagued hell dog ! 

Len. Your fteward ? 

Mor. Item ! A deep damnable thorough-paced 
villain'; that can bully, cajole and curfe, fawn^ 
flatter and filch, ha, ha, ha ! 

Len. Be patient. * . 

Mor. Oh 1 am delighted^ ha, h^, ha! 

Lett* 
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LeH. Be calm. You knew yourfelf to her in 
the power of a villain, and 'tis little matter whe- 
ther his name be Grime or Item. 

Mor. How ? Ha, ha, ha ! In a world of raf- 
eality, are not two rafcals better than one ? 

Z*6n, Nay but attend to me. 1 want your help 
inftantly, in Dover-ftreet. 

Msr. (Paufe.) Dover-ftreet ? 

J^en. Yes, 

Mor. {Re^olleHing.) It muft not be. 

Len. Ahey ! What's the freak now ? 

Mor. {J^tldly.) You can have no help of 
mine. 

Lin. {Angry. ) Indeed but I muft \ 

Mor. {Earneji rapidity.) I would not commit^ 
tn injury on that girl for worlds. 

Len. {Anger increafengJ) Why what confcien^ 
tious mummery is thjs ? You negleft your Qwn 
child, and pretpn4 to intejref^ yonrfeif tor a ftriiri- 
gerl 

Mcr. If the ftranger |)e an angel of ligUt, a be- 
neficent being, why not ? 

Len. Beneficent! What, in |his fyftem of 
€vil? , 

Mor. An exception to the rule | A rare ex- 
ception ? 

Len. \-^\t Iten> ? 

Mor. Plhaw! Hell! 

Len. And may not your cjeferted daughter be ^ 
equally an angel ? 

Mor. {mid terror.) May flie ? If fhe Ihould— 
rilhave no, concern in the ruin of that girl 1 

Len. {Confirmed Jufpicion and anger.) Hark you, 
Mordent, you 5ire plotting. 

Mor. I? 

Len. No diftrefs can cure you of yoijr old pro^ 
penCties. ^ i ou mean to trick me of her. 
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' Mor. Ha, ha! 

Len. 'Tis evident. Do you not affirm lh« 
tannot remain innocent, in the houfe into 
. which file is decoyed ? v 

Mor. (Cooling yet perturbed) Granted. 

Len. Marriage excepted, vrhich would be iriad* 
nefs, am I a man to treat her vilely ? 

Mor. Not \vorfe than the malignity of fate 
#rdains. 

Len. Pooh ! Cant I Cheveril, in the fervor 
of youth, is lunatic enough rather to marry than 
lofe her. 

Mor. Ay^ ay ; he is horn mad to begin hit 
career of wretchednefs. 

Len. And you his guardian, froth pretended 
pity to a ftranger, will guide and fpur him to the 
courfe? 

Mor.. Even fo it is I Mifchief here, mifchief 
there;, turn which way you will, mifchief! 

Len. Your word and honoMr are folemnly 
|)ledged. If you really wilh the lovely creature's 
welfare, would preferve your ward, and prove 
your friendfhip and honeft intentions, you will 
aid me. 

Mor. Well,, well, I am blind; I am but the 
tool of deftiny ; fo be it ! 

L^n. Your authority will oblige Mrs. Enfield 
to yield her to me. 

Mor. JNo; my credit there is on the decline.. 
Stratagem; ftratagem. 

Len. But how? What? 

Mor. Convey a difgitife to th6 girl. 

Len. And fo fhe will efcape us all ! 

Mor. Efcape ? No, no ! Malevolence is the 
clement of man, and I have an apt alacrity : I 
Will inftruft you. Come this way. Having her 
fafe, you may poft away with her to my commo- 
dious 
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dious houfe In Park-lane. Fear not me ! When 
Belial is bufy, fhall his progeny be idle ? 

SCENE VIL Re^enser DouALD. 

Don. Maifter Clement is nae i' the hoofe. 
' Mor. No matter — " The circle is complete : 
*« knaves and fools engender each other; toge- 
^ ther they make rulers ; rulers make laws ; laws 
*^ make villains, and villains fanOify and perpe*. 
** tu«ue theufe of prifons, chains, ropes, racks!" 

Len. Come, come ! 

Mor. Oh I What an excellent gull is this 
image of the gods, this thing called man ! 

[Exeunt Mordent j»</ Lennox* 

Den. Ah ! Waes me ! This poor laffie ? I 
canna reft! I hirple here and gang hilching 
there, till Tze e'en ramfeelzed wi'the ripples* I 
wift nae where tul fpier nieft. My dool and thole 
"wull be my deeth ! I* Code's name, and wi' aw 
my hairt ; for i'ze recht weary o' life ( 

SCENE VIII. Enter Cheveril in grtcd 
bafie^ fearching. 

Don. Hoot, man! What is the bang ? 

Cbev. My dear Donald, can you direft me 
where Mr. Item or Mr. Grime may be found ? 

Don. Donald diraft ye tul fie an a pair o* 
fcoondrels ? Father Balzebub ! But I wad at 
anes gar ye o'er catch plague paftilence and fai- 
mine ! 

Chev. 'Sdeath I they are both dead and buried, 
I believe ; for they are neither here, nor there, 
Hor any where elfe. Can you tell me where I 
can borrow a few thoufand* ? 

Don. $ir ! Do ye tak me for a thief, or a 
fteward ? 

Cbev.. 
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' Chev. I fliall go mad— Oh, Donald, I left the 
ttioft angelic girl your eyes ever beheld ft a 
wicked houfe ! (he inuft be friendlefs and father- 
lefs, or fhe could not have been there. 

Don. (Eagerly) What's that ye red of angrl and 
fatherlefs ? 

' Chev. I am fure fhe is innocent. Vile as the 
houfe is, fhe is innocent. 

Bon. Wha? What fhe? Whathoofe? 

• Chev. I can't flay— 1 faw her firfl; in the Green 
Park. 

Don. Green Pairk ? 

Cbev."^ She is now at Enfield's — A divine girl ! 
A miracle ! 

Don. What ? Hoo ? — A menzfoo' maiklefsiafs ? 
V the bloom o' youdith ? 

Chev. Not twenty ; yet with the penetration, 
^t, and underftanding of the feven fagesl 

• Den. (Agiiatsd) The Green Pairk i Maircy 
mifoi' me ! Enfield's \ 

chev. In Dover-ftreet. 
' Don. I ken the place I A hoofe o' hell ! — Gin 
it be — ! Quick, Donald, Quick ! [Exil haftily. 

Chev. What is the matter with the honeft 
foul ? I don't know what fum that old harridan 
will require, but I can do nothing without mo* 
ney. I mufl have enqugh too, for I muft make 
fure. Ill place her in fafety and fplendor: fhe 
iOiaU be my queen 1 

SCENE IX. Enter Itjem. 

Chev. Ah, my dcar^ dear Itemi I am the 
luckiefl fellow on earth ! I am in inftant want of 
money ! 

Item. So am L I have been in want of it all 
my life, 
' . . Chev. 
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Cbrv. You muft furnifh me with ten tboufand 
pounds. 

lUm. Ah ! I wifti I could ! 

Chev. 'Sblood, don't Hand wifking, but give 
roe the money ! ♦ 

Item. If my friend Grime were but here — 

Cbev. 'Sdeath and the devil,, give me the 
money ! I fliall lofe her i Shell be gone ! I'll 
make over the feventeen thoufand^ that is in 
JMordent's hands ! I will by. heaven ! On the 
word and honour of a gentleman ! 

Item. The feventeen thoufand ? 

Cbev. I will ! 

Item. It is true, I have cafh in hand; but not 
my own. 

Cbev. Zounds ! Never mind whofe it is ! Let 
mt have it ! 

Item. Why, if 1 could but manage the mat- 
ter— laro but a poor old man, and it would be 
a little lift. 

Cbev. Damn your poverty and your cant ! 

Item. You are fure you underftand^ — the fevenk 
teen thoufand? 

Cbev. I tell you, yes ! 

Item. The rifle will be very great ! 

Cbev. Do you doubt my word ? 

Item. No, no— But— 

Cbev. But what ? 

Item. Your handwriting, on a ftamp^ wouf4 
be a memorandum. 

Cbev. You fhall have it ! Write a receipt for 
feventeen thoufand : I'll fign it ! 

Item. (Searcbes^ takes out an account hok^ lays it 
down ; then takes out another hook, finds a ft amp ^ 
and writes.) Ay, this is the thing. You remem- 
ber the rifle ? Otherwife, it might be thought— 

Cbev. Give it me! Give it me! I have ho 
time for thinking ! {Signs). 

Itemn 
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Hem. I muft borrow to replace it. 

Chev. Will you come away, and let me have 
the money? Come, come, man! 'Sdeath will 
you difpatch! 

.SCENE X. £»/^r Clement. 

Clem. Do you know where Mr. Mordent is, 
fir? 

Item. No, fir! {Cheveril hurries Item offi who 
puts up his receipt in one book^ huP forgets the other ^ 
that, he laid down on the table.) 

Clem. Mr. Mordent has afked for me, and un- 
fortunately I cannot find him. I fear he has 
•figned the mortgage. Oh this uncle! Never 
was fituation fo excruciating a& naine, Muft I 
caft off all ties of blood, become his accufer, and, 
as the world wouM call it, betray my benefac- 
tor ? Befide, what have I to reveal ? My fears 
and my fufpicions, UnconneQed fa&s, that can 
alarm but not relieve. And who is it that I 
fhould thus impottntly accufe? My own un- 
cle. {Sees the book) Hah! What have we here?* 
As I live, his private account book ! The very 
thing he fo carefully has concealed from all in- 
fpeftion ! What ftiall I do ? Deliver it to Mor- 
dent? Whatmaybe the confequences? Difgrace, 
Infamy, and — 1 Dreadful thought ! I muft not 
be rafli. — Hark! He's here! 1 muft confider 
well. [£x//. 

SCENE XI. Re-enter Item and Cheveril. 
Item vnth his hair on end^ frightened \ runs up to 
the table^ looks over it^ under it^ and every where. 

Chev, (Arixious to get him away) You fee, there 
is no book there ! 

Item. {fVith terror) lam certain I had it in 
my hand ! 

• F Chev. 
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Chev. We have not quitted the room a minute ! 
Nobody can have been here fince ! 
Item. We left my nephew here. 
Chev. Well, if he have it, 'tis fafe enough. 
Item. I don't know that ! I don't know that ? 
If I have loft it, I (hall never fleep again! 

Chev. Come away! You have it fomewhere, 
locked up fafe. 

Item. No I I laid it down here ! I am pofitive 
of it ! 

Chev. Nay, but you fee that is impoffible! 
Come, come ! {Taking his arm). 

Item. If it be gone, I fhall go mad! 

Chev. Is it fo valuable ? 

Item. {Still Jearching bis .pockets y the tahle^ and 
the chamber) I would not lofe it for all I am 
worth in the world ! 

Chev. Come, come — {Elbowing him but not 
rudely y at firft to the door.) What did it contain? 

Item. My foul ! My fecrets ! 

Chev. Well, it certainly is not here ! You 
muft go ! You fhall go ! I'll indemnify you ! 

Item. Ydu can't ! 

Chev. I tell you, I will ! {'Pujhing him off) It 
is in your own room. 

Item. I hope f o ! I hope fo ! {Turning back) 
But my heart mifgives me ! Oh lord ! I'm un- 
done ! 

Cbev. {A pujh) Will you go? 

Item. {Turning) I am wretched ! 

Chev. {Again pufh) You won't ! 

Item. {Turning) I'm ruined ! 

Chev. {Again) Will you, or—? 

Item. {Turning) I'm loft ! I'm dead ! I'm — ! 

Chev, {Again with more violence) Furies and 
fire, begone! ^Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE XIL £»/^r Mordent. 

Mor. (Calls) Mr. Cheveril ! (Runs over to the 
Joor) Mr. Cheveril ! — 'Tis itnpoflible to ftop 
him! But no matter; the plan cannot fail: Len- 
nox by this time has her fafe. Why ay! I have 
advifed ! I have plotted, I have aided ! And in 
what? Why the ruin of an innocent; who, while 
I looked and liftened to her, I would have loft 
my life to defend? " Why was man endowed 
*' with thought ? It breeds but confufion ! Fools 
*' have called it the gift of gods, wife men know 
^' it to be the medium of mifery." 

SCENE XIII. Enter Mrs. Sarsnet. 

Mrs. Sar. My lady, fir, defires to know if 
fee may have the honour to fee you ! 

Mor. What is the matter now ? 

Mrs. Sar. Oh ! as to that, let my lady fpeak! 
I have got ill-blood enough, becaufe I would 
not take fomebody's part. But that is all over^ 

Mor. What is over ? 

Mrs. Sar. I have told my lady, often and 
often, how a gentleman's proud fpirit might T^e 
brought down : but Ihe would never liften to my 
conjultation before. 

Mor. Befox4? 

Mrs. Sar. /For faidi, my lady, you would be 
as merry as May, if you would but pluck up a 
fpirit to take the Earl's advice, and leave all 
bafe feducers to their own courfe ! 

Mor. You faid fo ? 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, I did! I fhould be no woman, if 
I would not take part with xsvy Je5l I So we are all 
ready for moving; feeing as we are refolved. 
For, faid I, if he fliould fall at my feet and cry 
his eyes out; I would not hear a word ! 

F 2 ' Mir. 
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Mor. Indeed! 

Mrs. Sar. Not but I have as tender a heart as 
another. But then, I would fooner break his 
heart than tny own ! 

Mor. What does this infolent gabble mean ? 

Mrs, Sdr. Why it means that my lady is 
coming to take her leave; and that then we 
ihall be gone ; and then it will be fecn who will 
have moft caufe to repent. 

Mor. (AJide) h it poflible? 

Mrs. Sar. I am fure if I could have made? 
fplks happy^ I would have done it with all my 
heart and foul! But the fecret is out at laftj 
and all is fettled. Not but, for all I'm fo glad, 
I can't lay but Tm forry in the main! for Vm 
fure fome folks will be miferable enough ! and, 
though they richly deferve it, one can't help 
feeling for them, in ones heart. And fo, fir, as 
perhaps 1 fliall never fee you no more, God blefs 
you, and mend you ! • \^ExiL 

SCENE XIV. Enfer Lady Anue. 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent, I am driven upon an 
agonizing talk, which a too painful fenfeofduty 
only could oblige me to execute. 

Mor. Proceed, Madam; apologies, for feeK 
ing or for inflifting pain, are quite unneceffary ! 

Lady A. Forgive me 1 Would it were to be- 
avoided! — You have a daughter? 

Mor. Whence gain you that intelligence 1, . 

Lady A. From the Earl of Oldcreft. 

Mor. And what is his authority ? 

Lady A, I know not. But I, it feems, have 
innocently been the caufe that fhe is difowned 
and abandoned. Of fuch an a6l I cannot know- 
ingly confent to be a moment guilty. The fatal 

period 
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period is come ! that reparation which I fo much 
have dreaded, is inevitable ! 

Mor. And you fupport your fate with pa- 
tience. 

Lady A. Cruel man ! do I deferve this parting 
reproach ? 
. Mor.. You deferve ? Who fhall dare inlinuate 

it? 

Lady A. Happy days and paft endearments 
rufh upon my mind with fenfations unutter- 
able ? 

Mor. I know! I know! — I am the vilell^of 
men ! 

Lady A. Far from faying, far from thinking 
fo, I take my full fliare of blame. How do I 
know that the fault is not wholly mine ? 

M$r. {Much moved) Madam I — I — I requeft 
I may be tortured by any thing but your candor. 

L^dy A. I know I have loft the envied art of 
making myfelf intelligible to your feelings ! And 
how ? You once were happy, tender, and pronct 
to fmile at every look and word of mine ! Of 
what fatal errors have I been guilty, that fhould 
have wrought this change ? 

Mer. Oh, exquifite ! Continue ! my nerves 
are ft rung ! 

Lady A. To defpair of recovering thofe inef- 
timable bleffings wa3 quite fufficient! But to be 
the caufe of baniftiing a child from a father's 
arms and heart ? to caft it an orphan on a tern- 
peftuous world? No I whatever my other mif- 
takes may have been, of that no tpngue Ihall ac- 
cufe me ! 

Mor. Right ! let the guilt be all my own ! 

Lady A. And now, I have one laft requeft to 
make; which I conjure you, by all our for- 
mer affeftion, not to deny ! 

F 3 Mor, 
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Mor. To afk favours, where there is neither 
the power to grant nor the defire to be thanked, 
is fruitlefs. ' 

Lady ^i. I am but too well acquainted with 
the ftate of your affairs. 

Mor. A humane motive for parting ! 
Lady A. The fettlements you made on me, in 
our early days of love, were ample. In the fin- 
cerity ofafFeftion, I vowed, if ever they Ihould 
be neceifary to your happinefs, that moment 
they fhould again be yours. 
Mor. {Greatly agitated) Madam ? 
Lady A, Pardon and endure this proof of my 
fidelity! The deeds are now in Mr. Clement's 
poffeffion : he will reftore thenrro you. 
Mor. {Indignantly) Never! 
Lady A. Stop ! Beware of rafhnefs ! You are 
a father, and have a father's facred duties to ful- 
fil. Take home your daughter : make her what 
amends you can for the defertion of a parent's 
love. 

Mor. 'Tis too much ! ^ Scorpions could not 
fting like this ! 

Lady y^. On this laft occafion,fufferagleam of 
former kindnefs once more to warm your bofom. 
Money is a poor vehicje, for the affeftions of the- 
foul ! a contemptible token of the love I have 
borne you ! but, fuch as it is, for that love's* 
fake, give it welcome ! A cold adieu I cannot take ! ♦ 
It freezes my very heart! From my foul, I ever- 
hav6 loved, and ever fhall love ! Had I a h^a- 
ven of happinefs to beftow, would you but deign 
to accept it from me, it (hould be yours. S^Extt. 
Mor. Why, fo ! fo! fo! — It rages ! itburfts! 
it is complete ! Let fate ox^ fiends increafe the 
mifery, if they can I ^ 

■SCENE 
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SCENE XV, Enter Donald. 

Don. It'spaftl It's aw o'er! My forebodings 
are foofilled ! 

Mor. {Alarmed) Have you npt found her 
yet? 

. Dm. Yes, yes ! I hae foond her ! 
. Mor. Have you ? Where ? 
. Don. Tze noo indeed a rafca' go-bfetween ! 
(^Horror) But what are ye ? 

Mor. You fay you have found her? 

Don. She is gone ! She is ruined ! Ye're a 
wratch : the moft meeferable o' wratches ! 

Mor. Tormenting demon ! What ? Who ?— • 
Where have you been ? 

Don. To Dover-ftreet! 

Mor. (Seized) Dover — ? 

Don. Tul the elritch limmer Enfield. 

Mor. (fViih terror) What do you fay? 

Don* I was too late! A maifter fcoondrel, 
e'en as wecked as her ain father, had decoyed 
her intul his net! 

Mor. (FYenzy) Decoyed ? 

Don. Lennox ! Yeer friend ; yeer crony I 

Mof. (Horror) From Enfield's ! 

Don, Ha' not 1 toud ye ? 

Mor. Lejinox ? Dover-ftr^et ? Jpanna ? 

Don. Hear it, gin ye can, and live ! Joanna ! 
yeer child ! Yeer guilelefs Joanna ! 

Mor. {DiftraEiediy) Mifery of Hell ! And was 
that Joanna ? Th^tmy chijd ? Celeftial creature! 
And 1 the pit-digger ! 

(i^auJe^^Defpair. ) 

Don. { Alarmed at the agony of Mordent) Sir!-:- 
Sir!— Maifter! 

Mor. {Starting) I the pander? I caft her 
F 4 Ihriek- 
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(hrieking on the bed of infamy, and chain her 
irf.the arms of luft ? Her father do this ? 
{Paufe of fixed horror.) 

Don. Maifter ! — Dear Maifter !— Mailler Mor- 
dent! Dear Maifter Mordent! Speak! Tze for- 
gi'ye! Why maifter J Tzepray for yet I-ze die 
for ye ! Tze forgi' ye I 

Mor. {Starting from a profound trance of defpon- 
dency) Fly! Summon the fervants! Arm your- 
felves! follow me to Park Lane ! \Exif.' 

Don. {Confu/edly) William! Sandy! Jock! 

lExit calling. 

END or ACT FOUR. 



A C T V. 

SCENE I. ^be Green Park, twiligbt. 
Mordent and Lennox, 

Mordent. 

WE^ are now in private. 
Len. 1 am glad we are. 

Mor. And now. Sir, I infift on a clear and 
explicit anfwer. Where have you lodged Jo- 
anna ? 

Len. Nay, Sir, where have you lodged Jo- 
anna? 

Mor. Mr. Lennox, I will not be trifled with ! 
where is flie ? 

Len. Nor will I be trifled with, Mr. Mor- 
dent : I fay where is fhe ? The contrivance was 
your own ! I know you ! The moment you fet 
your eyes an her you began your curfed plots^ 
to fecure her for yourfelf; and, when you found 

I would 
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r would iK>t give her up at your pcrfiiafion, you 
put them in pradlice while you treacheroufly pre- 
tended to fecure her to me.— I tell you, I know 
you. 

Mor. This will not ferve, fir, it is all evafion. 

Len. Ay, fir, it is evafion f cunning, bafe,' 
damned evafion! and I affirm ftie is in your poC* 
feflion. 

Mor. Mr. Lennox, I am at this moment a de- 
cermined and defperate man, and mull be anfwercd 
—•Where is flie ? 

Len. Sir, I am as determined and as defperate as 
yourfeir, and I fay, where is ftie ? For you alone 
can tell ? 
. JW^r. Tis falfe ! 

X^». Falfe? 

Mor. Ay, falfe ! 

Len. {Going uf to him.) He is the falfeft of the 
ialfe that dares whifper fuch a word ! 

Mor. Hark you, fir, I underftand your meaning, 
and canne purpofely provided. [Draws a pair of 
pijlols) Take your choice. They are loaded. 

Len. Oh, with all my heart ! {Pre/ents at Jome paces 
dijiant.) Come, fir. 

Mon. {Approaching ftemly) Nigher! 

Len. (Approaching aefperately) As nigh as you 
pleafe ! 

Mor. (Placing himfelf) Foot to foot ! 

Len. (Framicly — both prefenting) Muzzle to 
muzzle ! 

^(pr. {Short paufe) Why don't you fire? 

Len. Why don't you unlock your piftol ? 

Mor. {After unlocking it) There ! 

Len. Why do you turn it out of the line ?-^- 
(D^ops his arm. Paufe) I fee your intention. Mor- 
dent ! You. are tired of life, and want me to mur- 
der you ! — Damn it, man, that i% not treating your 

friend 
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friend like a friend ? — ^Kill me if you will, but don't 
make me your aflaflin ! 

{Patife — both greatly affeSed) 

Mor. (Tenderly.) Nay, kill me, or tell me where 
you have lodged the wretched girl. 
^ Len. {With great energy. ) Fiends feize me if I 
have lodged her any where, or know what is be- 
come of herr 

. Mor. Your behaviour tells me you are fincere, 
and to convince you at once that I am na lefs fo, 
know— Ihe is my daughter ! 

Len. (^Seized.) Your daughter ? 

Mor. The honeft indefatigable Donald difco- 
vered her at Enfield's ! 

Len. Murder my friend, and debauch his daugh- 
ter ! 

Mor. (Deeply affeSled.) We are fad fellows.— 
{They pattfe; and gradually recover from the deep 
paffion with which they were mutually feized. ) Again 
and again, 'tis a vile world. 

Len. {Eagerly.) Til feek it through with you to 
find her. — Forgive me ? 

Mor. iX^kes his band.) Would I could forgive 
myfelf ! 

Len. {With animation.) But itfeems then fhe has 
efraped, and is perhaps in fafety. 

Mor. Oh that fhe were ! — Donald ufed to meet 
her here, in the Green Park, about this time of the 
evening. {Li/tens.) I hear the found of feet. {Looks.) 
*Tis not a woman. Let us retire among the trees, 
and keep on the watch. \fVhile they arefeen retiring^ 

SCENE II. Ent^r Cheveril. 

Chev. {Looking round with great anxiety.) She is 
not here— (he is gone ! For ever gone — gone — 
gone ! 1 (hall never more fet eyes on her ! I'll fire 
that infernal Dover -ftrcet ! — I'll piftol Lennox ! — j 

I may 
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I may perambulate here till doomfday, and to no 
purpofe. She would have been here had flie been 
free. Ay, ay, flie is in thraldom ; perhaps in the 
very gripe of vice !— Furies ! — ^Lennox is a liar ! 
— -rU cut his throat ! — I'll hack him piece-meal ! 
—I'll have her, or PU have his heart! 

SCENE III. Enter Joanna in men*s cloatbs. 
Chever iL y^^» walking among the trees. 

Joanna. Whither ftiall I run ? — Where (hall 
I hide ? How fly the purfuits of wicked men, 
and women ftill more depraved ? I have neither 
houfe, home, nor friend on earth 5 and the for- 
titude that can, patiently endure is my only re- 
fource. What then ? — Have I not efcaped 
the dens of vice ? — Oh happinefs I — I have ! — I 
have ! And rather than venture in them again, 
tjelcome hunger, welcome cold, welcome the bare 
ground, the biting air, and the fociety of brute 
beafts. 

Chev. (Advancing.) What can that youth want ? 
Why is he watching here ? {Walks round Joanna,) 

Joanna. As I live the young gentleman I faw this 
morning ! What reafon can he have for being in 
this place ? 

Chev. He eyes me with curiofity. 

Jonnna. His intentions feemed good, for he firft 
warned me againft that wicked woman. 

Chev. Who can fay, he may know her ? He is a 

fmart, handfome, dapper fellow : I don't like him. 

. Joanna. I am not now confined by walls and 

bolts i— -there can be no danger. — I'll fpeak. — ^ 

Pray, fir — 

Chev. {Ahuptly.) Well, fir? 

Joanna. Have you fcen a young perfon— ? 

Chev. (Eagerly.) A lady— 

Joanna. Yes. 

Ch0v. 
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' Cbev. (Rapidly.) With blue eyes, auburn hair, 
aquiline nofe, ivory teeth, carnation lips, ravifliing 
mouth, enchanting neck, a form divine, and an 
angel face ? 

Jcanna. Have you feen her ? 

Chev Are you acquainted with that lady ? 

Joanna. I am acquainted with a lady, but not 
an angel. 

Cbey. Ah ! then it is riot her. {Jealous.) Perhaps 
you are her — her lover ? 

Joanna. Humph — ^I— 1 love hen 

Chev. You do! {yffide.) I'll be the death of 
him ! — And (he loves you ? 

Joanna. Why — Yes. 

Chev. {Afide.) I'll put an end to him! — Are 
you married ? 

Joanna. No. 

Chev-. You— you mean to marry her ? 

Joanna. No. 

tlhiv. Is (he then loft to virtue ? 

Joanna. Who dare fuppofe it ? 

Chev. Ay ! who dare ? I'll cut the villain'^ throat 
that dares ! 

Joanna. She has indurcd infulr, conftraint, And 
violence i but not guilt. 

Chev. Guilt? No ; not wilful guilt : impoffible ! 
But then — Is (be fafe ? Is (he fafe ? ^ 

Joanna. Difowned by her family, expofed to the 
fnares of vice, houfelefs, hopelefs, not daring to 
approach the wicked haunts of men, fhe wanders 
forlorn and defolate, willing to fuffer, difdaining to 
complain. 

Chev. Tell me where ! I will refcue, defend, 
proteft, x:heri(h, love, adore, die for her ! 

Joanna. Is your heart pure ? Have you no felfifh 
difhoneft purpofes i^ 

z Chev. 
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Cbtv. How came you to imagine, fir, that I or 
any man durft couple ner and dilhonefty, even in Sk 
thought ? 

Joanna. Meet me here to-morrow at ten. 

Chev. You! 

Joanna. You fhall fee her. 

Chev. See her ! Shall I ? 

Joanna. You fhalK 

Chev. My dear friend ! [Catches her in his arms.) 
ril make your fortune !— At nine ? 

Joanna. Ten. 

Chev. Could not I fee her to-night ? 

Joanna. To-morrow Joanna will meet you, 

chev. Joanna ? Is that her dear name ? 

Joanna. It is. ? 

Chev. Delightful found ! The fweet Joanna ! 
The divine Joanna ! My heart's bed blood is not fa 
preciou$ as Joanna ' 
' Joanna. But pray where do you live ? 

Chev. Joanna! — InPordand-Place. 

Joanna. Your name ? 

Chev. Joanna !— Cheveril : Hans CheveriL-^ 
Joanna ! — Be fure you don't forget, 

Joanna. Til be punftuaU 

SCFKE IV. Mordent appearing among the trees. 

Joanna. Who's here [Glides behind a tree.) 

Chev. Joanna! — At eight did not you fay ?— 
Where is he gone ?— Sir i Sir ! [Runs qf/eeking. 

Mor. I heard the name repeated ! [^loud) \Vho 
is it here that knows Joanna ? 

Joanna, [.appearing) I do. 

Mor. Sir! Do you! Well, and what ? Where? 
—Is Ihe fafe ? 

Joanna. 1 hope To. 

Mor. But where. Sir, where ? 

Joanna. [Afide) 'Tis Mr» Mordent 1 [Aloud) 
Why do yot enquire ? 

Mor. 
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Mor. For heaven's fake. Sir, do not torment 
me by delay, but tell me where (he is. 
Joanna. I muft not. 

mor. {Seizing ber arm) But, Sir, I fay you muft, 
and fhall ! 

Joanna. {Firmly) Sir, you miftake, if you fuppofc 
menaces can prevail. 

Mor. Excufe me ! I would give my right hand 
to know what it appears you can tell. 

Joanna. I can tell nothing, 'till I am firft made 
acquainted with your true motives. 
Mor. And will you inform me then ? 
Joanna. Provided I am certain of their purity. 
Mor. Know then that I pant for a fight of her 
once more, to do her the little juftice that is yet in 
my power. Know, the wrongs ftie has received 
from me are irreparable, vile, fuch as could not 
have happened but in this worft of worlds ! Know 
that I, her natural guardian, have been her adual 
perfecutor j that I drove her to the abode of in- 
famy J that I became the agent of her ruin, the 
plotter againft her chaftity ; and that, when I had 
ftt the engines of darknefs and hell at work to en- 
fure her everlafting wretchednefs, I thendifcovered 
[fFilb horror] (he was my daughter ! 

Joanna. Sir! — ^Your daughter ! — You ? You my 
father? 

Mor. How ! 

Joanna. (Falling at his feet and fnatching bis 
hand.) Oh ! 

Mor. Can it be ? — My child— ? — My Joanna ? 
{Eagerly raiftng and regarding ber again.) It is ! It 
is ! {Falling on her neck. ) 
Joanna, My father ! 
Mor. My child ! And innocent ? 
Joanna. As your own wifties; or the word father 
Ihould never have efcaped my lips ! This drels 
was the difguife conveyed to me, by which \ effeft- 
cd my efcape. 1 can fufFer any thing but dif- 
honour. Mor^ 
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Mar. A father ? Oh ! — I do not deferve thee ! 
I do not deferve thee ! {Gazing rapturoujly) Once 
again, let me fold thee to my heart ! 

Len. {IVithout^ at a dijiance.) Zounds, fir J 

€h€V. {IVithouL) linfift,fir! 

Joanna. I hear voices. \T'bey retire. 

SCENE V. Enter Cheveril ^//^ Lennox* 

Cbev. Oh for fwords, daggers, piftols ! 

Mor. {To Joanna.) This way ! 

\Exeunt Mordent and Joanna. 

Len. Confound your impertinent freaks; they 
have (topped my mouth this half hour ! I would 
have told you all I knew inftantly, but for your in- 
fuhing paflion ! 

Cbev. Did not you fay you would not tell me 
where (he is ? 

Len. I faid I could not. 

Cbev. Why there now, 

Len. But I fufpedl I can tell more at prefent, if 
you will but hear. 

Cbev,. *Sdeath, then, why don't you ? 

Len. Will you be filent ?! — I had a glimp(e of 
Mordent this moment, in converfation with a youth. 

Cbev. Wdl? 

Len. It was the identical drefs I fent as a difguifc 
to Joanna. 

Cbev. How ! 

Len. And I fufpeft that very youth to be Joanna 
herfelf. 

Cbev. (RecolIeSing) By Heaven, and fo it is ! 
{^nger and fear.) In the po(re(rion of Mordent ? 

Len. Be patient — there is a fecret.— His claims ^ 
fuperfede all others. 

Cbev. His claims ! — By every power of heaven 
and hell » 

Len. (Catcbing bis arm.) Be patient I tell you j 
—(he is his daughter ! ^ 

I . Cbev,- 
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Cb^v. {Momentary Paufe.) Joanna ? my fweet 
Joanna ? his daughter ? 

Lett. Even fo. 

Chev. His daughter ? Hurrah ! My dear Len- 
nox ! {Hugs bim in bis arms.) Hurrah ! {In extacy.) 
Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! Hurrah ! His. daughter ? 
Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hurrah ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE VL Tbe Houfe of MomDEHT. 

Clement and Mrs. Sarsnet. 

Clem. Are you fure it was Mr. Mordent ? 

Mrs. Sar. 1 tell you, fir, I was on the watch, and 
opened the door myfelf. Take care, my dear, faid 
he, to the (ham gentleman-lady ; and handed her 
in as lovingly ! — The monfter ! — My lady is be- 
witched ! — She is fabricated ! — She can't quit the 
houfe. I am fure he muft have nailed an invifible 
horfe-fhoe to the threftiold f 

Clem. But how do you know this pretended 
jrbuth to be a woman ? 

Mrs. Sar. Did not I hear ? I held the candle 
full flare in her face ; it was a perfcft piifer ! I ne- 
ver law the like. — ^So fhe is to be brought home^ 
truly ! — Such magnanimous impudence ! But I'll go 
to my lady. 

Clem. Be cautious : you may do mifchief. 

Mrs. Sar. I don't care! I am rcfolved toftahi^ 
late and confound fads. So then, having a fufficicnt 
dearth of proofs, we ftiall fail oflF in the cbarut ; and 
be properly received by the Earl, the Vifcount, and 
theBiftiop; and be fquired into the hall; and be 
kifled for joy; and (hall fwim up ftairs into the 
bofom of the family. [Exit.. 

SCENE Vn. Enter Chevzkil bajlily. 

Cbev. Dear Clement, have you fcen Mr. Mor- 
dent I 

Clem. 
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. Clem. No :*— I am in fearch of hinrt, on aflPairst of 
the utmoft importance, 

Chev. So am L 

Clem. No kfs than the recovery or total lofs of 
his mortgaged lands. 

Chev. How ? 

Clem. I am in great need of advice, and Ihould 
be glad to confult you. 

Chev. Confult !— -'Sdeath, man, I am in a hurry ! 
I cannot reft till I have found him. 

Clem. Nay, but on the deciOon of the moment 
his ruin or fafety depends. 

Chev. Indeed! If fo, my impatience muft wait^ 
What IS u ? 

Clem. I hear footfteps.—This way. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE VIII. £;?X^MoKDENT^»ij0ANNA* 

Mor. Yes, dear girl, your rare endowments fur* 
pafs my hopes j and, convinced as I am that beauty 
is dcilruftive, and wifdom impotent, I joy to find 
you thus adorned. 

Joanna. Wait to know me better. I fear you 
fhould prize me above my worth, 

Mor. How (hail I reward it? Fool that Iiim, 
madman that I have been. 

Joanna. {Rapturoujly kijjing his hand.) This is 
nny rich reward I 

^ Mor. I have told you in part my defperate fitua- 
tion. If Grime would but give honeft evidence- 
But of that there is little hope. 

Joanna. My greateft fear arifes from what you 
have faid of Lady Anne. I muft not, will not be 
the caufe of feparation. 

Mor. Let me do her juftice : She is a miracle of 
forbearance. I have ha^ed and fpurned at the 
kindnefs I did not deferve. Her perfeverance in 
good has been my aftonifhment and my torture. 

G Joanna. 
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Joanna. Oh that I could fee you reconciled ! 
Oh that I could gain the love of fuch a lady ! 

Mor. Of that, (weet girl, you are certain. Len- 
nox is with her, and by this Ihe knows your (lory ^ 
and I am fure adores your virtue. 

Lady A. {JViibout.) Where is fhe ? 

Mor. 1 hear hen 

SCENE IX. £»/^r Lady Anne. 

Lady ^, Oh! noble girl! (Rum and embraces 
Joanna.) Forgive this rude tumult of affedion, 
which I cannot rcftrain. 

Joanna. Is it poflible ? 
ady A. Mr. Mordent, you are now a million 
fold more dear to me. 

Mor. I cannot bear it ! 

Lady A. Will you be my daughter? 

Joanna. Oh, madam ! 
^ Lady A. Will you ? 

Joanna. Adverfity I could endure, but this un^ 
hoped-for tide of bleflings overpowers me. 

Mor. Oh, how I hate myfelf ! 

Lady A. And why ? — Can you be ignorant of 
the virtuous ftruggles which have caufed the con- 
flift you have felt ? The ftrength of thefe fenfations 
Ihew how fitted you are to be great and good. 

Mor. To be a 1 dare not think! . 

Lady A. Indeed you are wrong, l^^d I not been 
guilty of a thoufand errors, you never would have 
had occafion for this felf reproach. Like cowards, 
we both have (hunned inquiry. Let us be more 
courageous ; let us affectionately communicate our 
mutual miftakes, and while we examine we ftiall 
corred the mind, expand the heart, and render our- 
felves dear to each other, and beneficent to the 
whole world. 

Mor. Oh Ihame, Ihame ! 

Lady 
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X-acfy A. Nay, my love— 
Joannax My dear father ! 
Mor. Well, well, I will endure exiftence a little 
longer, if it be but to hate myfelf* 

SCENE X. Enter Cheveril, flying to Joanna, 

Chev. My life ! my foul f my precious Joanna ' 
' Mor^ T^^y ^^^^ perfuade me prefently that hap- 
pinefs is poffible ! — ^You have caufe, child, to thank 
Mr. Cheveril ? 

Joanna. Oh, yes I He has a heart of the nobleft 
! ftamp. 

! Mor. Ay ! every body right ! AH angels f except 

myfelf : I am caft into the Ihade^ a kind of demon^ 
I grinning in the dark \ 

\ Chev. Come, come, guardian, difmifs' theft 

j Jomhre familiars, they have plagued you long 

f enough. Clement is in eager fearch of you, to 

{ communicate fecrets of the utmoft importance con« 

cerning his uncle. 
Mor. The villain ! 

Chev. Yes j — he is below, half diftrafted, foam- 
ing with rage, and accufing every fer\^ant in the 
houfe with having ftolen his book ! I hear him— 
Pray keep back ! My fweet Joanna, but for a mor 
ment. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. Enter iT^u: , 

Item. [Looking about eagerly.) *T is gone! 'tis 
loft I I am undone ! I am murdered ! I am be-, 
trayed ! — I (hall be profecuted, pilloried, fined, caft 
in damages, obliged to pay all, to refund all, to re- 
linquifh all !— all— all— all 1 111 hang myfelfl— 
rU drown myfelf I — I'll cut my throat! — Mordent 
• has got it ! — ^AU my fecrets, all my projcfts, all 
G 2 my 
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my rogueries, — paft, prcfent, and to come I— Oh 
tftat I had never been born I — Oh that- ' ■ 

SCENE XII. £»/«^ Clement. 

Item. (Runs up to bim.) Have yon fecn my 
book ?— Give it me !— Where is my book ? 

Clem. What book ? 

Item. My account book ! my fecrets ! rhyfelf ! 
my foul ! my heart's blood ! {Setzes Clement's coat 
laps^ and/earcbes.) I have it~*tis here — I feel it ! 

Clem. {Defending bimfelf.) Yes, fir, *tis here; Be 
pacified. 

Item. {AJfaulting. ) I won't ! I won*t ! Pfl have it ! 
Give if me I TU fwear a robbery ! VW have you 
bathed ! 

*^ Clenf. (Takes a hook fealed up out of bis pocket. ) 
This book, fir, I confider as a facred truft^ and 
part with it to you I muft not. 

Item. You fhall paft with it, villain ! You fliall ! 
ril have your foul! 'Tis mine! Pll have your 
heart ! 'Tis mine I I will have it ! I will have it ! 
I will have it 1 (Violently aJfauUing bim. ) 

Cl^m. You flxall have heart, life, and foul firft ! 

Item. {Falls on his knees.) My dear nephew \ 
My good boy! My kind Clement! I'll fupply 
all your wants ! Til pay all your debts ! I'll never 
deny any thing you afk ! VW make you my heir ! 

Clem. You arc the agent of Mr, Mordent, whom 
I fear you have deeply wronged. I have a painful 
duty to perform ; but juftice muft be obeyed : "no- 
thing muft or fhall bribe me to betray an injured 
man. 

Item. rU give you ten thoufand pounds? I'll 
give you twenty! VW give you fifty! Would you 
rob and ruin your uncle ? Would you put him in 
the pillory ? Would you fee him hanged? {Falls 
upon him ^^^Z;;.) Villain 1 I will have it ! 'Tis mine! 
I will ! I will ! Thieves ! Robbers ! Murder ! Fire ] 

SCENE 
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§CEN,E../ifc(? laft. Enter Mr. Mordent, Lady 
Anne, Lennox, Clement, Grime, Donald, 
Joanna, <?«^/Cheveril. 

Mot. {With the book.) I am glad Mr. Item, 
that your inattention and your nephew's inflexible 
honefty have afforded me the means of doing my-p* 
ielf juftice : that is all I require, 

Len. Here is double teftimonyi your hand- 
writing and your agent. 

Item. (To Grime.) Have you impeached then ? 

Grime. I am a villain, a rafcal, a cut-throat !, 

Mor. Mr. Clement, your worth and virtue arc 
beyond my praife. 

Clem. If my conduft efcapc cenfure, it is more 
than I expe<5l:. 

Mor. If it meet not retribution, all fenfe of juf# 
tice is loft. Donald ! 

Jemna. {PreJJing 'Donalds hand.) My watchful 
guide J My never filing friend f 

Cbev. Your hand, old boy ! You and I muft 
fettle accounts. I am I know not how many fcore 
pounds a year in your debt. 

Mor. What then am I ? 

Joanna. And I ? 

Don. Hoot awa ! Gin ye wad pay Donald, it 
mun nae be wi' yeer dirty filler ^ it mun be wi' 
yeer affaftions. 

Joanna. True, my noble proteftor ! {Ktjfes his 
hand with great energy.) 

Don. Why ay, noo ! That's a receipt in foo ?-— 
It makes my hairt gi* fie an a bang ! 

Mof'. Honeft worthy foul. And now to recon- 
cile— 

Chev. Come, come; make no fpeeches. I'll 
fettle the bufinefs. I am the proper perfon. I 
havccightxthoufand a year, and ten thoufand in my 
pocket — Ten ? (T^ Item.) Is it ten or feventeen ? 

Item. 
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Item. Seventeen! 

Cbev. Joanna Ihall be queen of joy, plcafure, 
and happinefs. Honefty, here, fliall fettle all his 
ill-gotten gains on his nephew : Lennox, as a bache- 
lor's pennance, fhall marry his houfemaid : You, 
Guardian, (hall change your fyftem of evil for 
practical good : Lady Anue fhali beconne more pa* 
tient and kind — if fhe know how : and old Mo^ 
loch {1^0 Grime) ftiall go hang himfelf. 

Lett. Spoken like an oracle. 

Chev. Why then, tofs up your caps, farewel to 
folly, long life to one and twenty, and mirth, heklth, 
and happinefs to all ! • 

Lady A. How ftrange are the viciflitudes of for- 
tune ! With what gloom was the dawn overcaft ! 
How have the ftorms of this memorable day rifei^ 
and incrcafed even to horror ! And now how bright 
the profpeft ; and how glowing the hope that it exi* 
cites ! Cherifh it, kind friends, with your fmiles : 
and, in the gentle flumbers of the night,, let uft 
joyfolly dream that we ftill merit, and ftill obtainj 
your willing favour* 

\Tbe Curtain drops. 



EPILOGUE. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Mrs* Pope, .Ai^ Wallis, and Mrs. Mi^TTOCKs come 
forward. 



Mrs. ;PO?E. 

AN D now, thrice gentle friends, our plotting ended. 
We hope you're pleas'd — at leaft, not much offended ? 
Surely, you'll own it was a little moving. 
To fee a modern wife fo very loving ! 
Who deems the marriage vow a thing expedient I 
And is at once meek ! faithful 1 and obedient f 
Such whims were common in the golden age : \ 

And ftill they may be met with — on the ftage : | 

But grant they now are falfe, pad contradillion. 
We hope they yet may be endur'd — in fi^on, ' ! 

Mi/s WALLIS. j 

YouVe heard that good Queen Befs had maids of honour; 

Whofc courtly trade it was to wait upon her; , * 1 

To quaff brown ftout, yet not be overtaken, I 

Breakfaft on beef, and fup on eggs and bacon ? | 

In thofe ftrange days, I can't fay what might happen ! j 

Virtue might, then, be thought the woman's weapon ! > ' 

But daughters now like me, whate'er we feign. 

No where exift ; but in a poet's brain ! 

Such blunders aretoogrolsl No foul can brook 'em! 

And yet I wilh, for once, you'd overlook 'em. 

Mrs. MATTOCKS. i 

Poor Man! He's mad ! An heir of one and twenty, \ 

With frolicks, freaks, and pounds and pafCons plenty, ] 

Who, bsing told where he may purchafe beauty, j 

Begins to cant of confcience, love, and duty ? I 

Was fuch fluff ever heard ? Ye fprigs of fafhion, i ! 

Say, is it thus you treat the tender paffion ? 
'Ere fuch (hall be the pidlurc of our youth. 
Earthquakes (hall come, and prophets (hall fpeak truth ! 

Yet, put him not in poet's purgatory ; I 

For, fhould you damn him, we (hall all be forry, j 

Mr/s WALLIS. 
Then be fwcet temper'd I j 

Mrs. MATTOCJCS. 
Grant the man his caufc l -i 

Mrs. POPE. 
And once more make us bled in your applaufc* 
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